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THE LAST REMITTANCE.
I.
A LONG, thin strip of glittering and glaring 
yellow sand, running down through a wild, 
sun-dried growth of grass and stunted bushes 
from a roughly-edged doorway to where the 
sea stretched away in shimmering and dazzling 
haze ; on either side, above the stunted clumps 
of the sun-dried grass, the charred remains of 
tree stumps, all that was left of what, before the 
advent of the white man, had been sturdy, 
gnarled gums ; overhead a brilliant blue sky, 
unmarred by cloud or speck, but growing 
brazen towards the zenith where the sun 
blazed ; a subdued roar of distant breakers and 
the rattle and racket of the cicadas coming and 
going in stridulating crescendoes through the 
hot glare of the atmosphere ; an occasional puff 
of a half-listless breeze through the open 
doorway, warm as the breath from an open 
furnace, conveying enough reason for the 
otherwise still silence of the world without.
I
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It was mid-day in high summer, and all the 
community at Friendly Point was taking 
the usual “spell,” and nothing seemed to be 
awake save the cicadas, the breakers, and the 
one solitary figure that occupied the interior 
of the hut. Sprawling on a bushman’s blue 
blanket carelessly spread out on the sand, which, 
in its native freshness, did duty for a floor, he 
was lazily looking out of the doorway across the 
strip of shimmering sand to the open, sunlit 
sea beyond. The view was neither pleasing 
nor novel to him, for he had seen it every day 
for months past, and had looked out upon it 
so often that he felt that he knew every grass 
blade from the time that it had first pushed its 
fresh, green young shoot through the sand 
until it had developed into a unit in the 
tussocky mass and had yielded its fresh young 
colour to the dominance of the sun and had 
become brown, dry, and dead ; and neither 
the feeling nor the knowledge pleased him. 
With a mùttered exclamation of disgust he 
lazily rose from his blanket, and taking a 
blackened clay pipe from a shelf near the 
unglazed opening that served as a window, he 
put it in his mouth. A small button of plug 
tobacco was forthcoming from another shelf 
above the window, and drawing a sheath knife
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from the narrow strap that he wore as a belt, 
he sat down on the blanket again and pro­
ceeded to cut up a pipeful of tobacco. As he 
slowly and carefully peeled the small particles 
off with a watchfulness against possible waste 
which might result from a hasty slip of the 
blade, a shadow in the doorway caused him to 
look up.
“ Boat’s in sight, cap’n,” said the newcomer, 
a medium-sized man, whose costume, typical of 
the Point, was seasonable even if it were not 
picturesque. An old and dirty pair of moleskin 
trousers turned up at the ankles so as to leave 
a pair of large, scarred, and sunburnt feet, and 
six inches of brown calves, to gaze unveiled 
upon the world ; a narrow strap, the end of 
which hung loose from the buckle and flapped 
against his legs as he walked, encircled the 
waist ; an old Crimean flannel shirt, the pattern 
of which had long since merged its differences 
into a neutral, nondescript grey, open at the 
neck and with the sleeves hanging loose below 
the elbows ; and a soft felt hat, the brother of 
the shirt in the evasiveness of its colour, and 
of the remainder of the apparel in age and 
length of service, completed the raiment that 
scarcely graced the wearer, but which was 
good enough ” for the Point.
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The occupant of the hut looked up^ and then 
resumed his tobacco-cutting without comment.
“ Ain’t yer cornin’ down ? ” inquired the 
visitor.
The cap’n ” blinked idly at him for a 
moment, and, as once more he resumed his 
measured slice at the tobacco, said, ‘‘Be 
damned ! ”
“Thought yer expected a letter,” replied the 
other, as, with a hand on either of the 
posts, he leaned forward, and made as 
enter the hut.
“ Mr. Backhouse, it is not customary 
gentleman’s house to be entered unless an 
invitation has been given, and, as I have before 
remarked, such an invitation has never been 
extended by me to you,” said the captain, as 
he rose to his feet and faced the intruder with 
dignity, at the same time pointing through the 
open doorway with his naked sheath knife.
But neither dignity nor words had much 
effect upon Mr. Backhouse, or “ Back’us,” as 
he was usually termed at the Point.
“ The remittance ain’t come yet, cap’n, so 
yer’d better keep them airs under the ’elmet for 
a bit. P’rhaps the rations ’ll run out agin, so 
don’t be so bloomin’ proud,” he remarked ; and 
then, as the captain maintained an attitude of
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coldness, he lapsed from virtue, and, expressing 
his views in a short but unholy sentence, passed 
on from the doorway and left the captain alone 
once more.
“ Pretty place for a gentleman to live in. 
‘ Them airs ! ’ ” he said aloud, as he looked out 
on the sea once more before resuming his tobacco­
cutting.
Meanwhile, Back’us continued his way through 
the sun-dried grass to the shade of a tree that 
had not yet fallen a victim to the bush fires or 
the destructiveness of the local inhabitants, and 
which grew on the summit of a little hill, from 
whence he could watch the distant white speck 
of a sail coming nearer and nearer across the sea. 
Squatting on a root that curled up from the soil, 
Back’us plucked a blade of grass that still had 
a suspicion of greenness in it, and putting it 
between his coarse, bearded lips, munched it 
with a slow, meditative deliberation that charac­
terised everything—save swearing and drinking 
—that the residents of Friendly Point found 
energy enough to do. A rustle in the grass 
behind him caused him to turn, as a dark- 
skinned man, with the complexion of the West 
Indies, came up the knoll, and found a resting- 
place beside him.
“ ’Ullo, Fernandey, ow goes it ? ” he inquired.
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“ ’Ullo, Back’us, ’ow’s things ? ” was the 
response.
It was the usual salutation which passed be­
tween the denizens of the Point, whether they 
met once or twenty times a day.
Shut out from the world through their own 
or others’ sins or follies, each man was a creature 
ruled by circumstances and swayed by an im­
passioned past ; each had a particular history 
of his own, but one which was not for the world 
to know and laugh at ; each one felt the 
necessity of keeping that history to himself, 
and yet, bit by bit, it leaked out and was known 
amongst his fellows, though never referred to 
by them in his presence, save when the com­
munity rejoiced in outbursts of conviviality, and 
the whole gamut of human feeling, from friend­
ship down to fisticuffs, was jarred and jangled 
in the rum-swayed brains ; but each one kept 
to himself these little personalities in the sober 
periods of the year.
They were a rough-and-ready lot, the 
Friendly Pointers. Not too energetic, and 
more or less dissolute, but with pasts full of 
incident and excitement buried beneath the 
level stretch of monotony that formed their 
existence. The place where they had drifted 
to, after being storm-tossed and damaged with
The Last Remittance. 1 
their contact with the ups and downs of colonial 
life, was peculiarly adapted for becoming a 
home of broken-down wrecks—all that remained 
of the wild sons and the harum-scarum fellows 
sent out to the colonies by short-sighted parents 
and friends under the misapprehension that 
they were being removed from temptation, 
instead of being, as they were, plumped down 
right in the middle of it.
The Point was situated at the extremity of 
one of the larger islands in one of the big open 
bays on the northern Australian coast. A mile 
or so across a strait was the end of another 
island, which, in the “ long ago ” of the abori­
ginal, had been part of the first. For, as the 
old rulers of the territory used to aver round 
their camp fires, a big pfeller water ” had 
come one night and cut a track across, and the 
next morning there were two islands where 
there had only been one before, and with a 
rough and angry sea rushing and roaring 
between them. Since then the strait had been 
deepening and widening, and the inrush and 
the outrush of the tide cut and twisted the sand 
about until it was a confused mass of deep chan­
nels with swift-running currents and shallows 
that barely covered the sand below, the channels 
of to-day being the banks of to-morrow, and 
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the banks of to-morrow deep holes a week 
later. Intrepid navigators used to take the 
strait as a short cut to the town that lay some 
miles up the river which poured itself into the 
bay, until all the courses they should not steer 
were marked with the remains of earlier arrivals. 
Then they abandoned it to the sharks and the 
sea-gulls and the fishers of Friendly Point.
The clear waters of the Pacific, flowing over 
the golden sands in the bright, strong light of 
the southern sun, smiled and rippled in a multi­
tude of colours, and, from bands of the faintest 
green to pools of the deepest blue, changed and 
altered as the eye watched it. On the shore 
there was sand back to the fringe of scrub that 
had once met the sea, but which some energetic 
settler in the very early days had cut down and 
burnt off under the impression that there was 
sufficient good soil beneath to make the island 
a valuable selection. But there was only sand ; 
so the settler retired, and the trees, disgusted 
perhaps at the wanton interference with their 
struggles for existence, had never come into the 
battle again, and had left the sand to have it 
all its own way, save for the coarse grass that 
sprang up in the rainy season and spent the rest 
of the year in drying up and waiting for a stray 
spark to set it all ablaze.
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Nearer and nearer came the white sail of the 
boat across the water, but the two watchers, 
beyond the introductory and preliminary saluta­
tions, maintained a passive silence, broken only 
as the meditative Back’us emitted the spiny 
portion of the grass blade from between his lips 
and plucked a fresh supply. He would have 
preferred tobacco, but his store had run out, 
and until the boat came in he was without any.
’Ave a chew ? ” inquired Fernandey, as he 
offered a small piece of twist tobacco to his 
companion.
“ Don’t mind if I do,” replied Back’us, as he 
took it and substituted it for the grass blade.
Ole cap’n’s putting on side,” he remarked, 
after another interval of silence.
Him ? ” asked Fernandey, jerking his 
towards the spot where the slab hut stood.
“ Um,” said Back’us. “ Looked in as I 
up, and ’e sed, ‘ Be damned ! ’ ”
“Why didn’t yer do ’im” muttered 
nandey, as his little beady eyes gleamed with an 
ugly light. “ If he’d sed it to me—but, no 
fear, he know me plenty well.”
“ Why, wot would you ’ave done ? ” inquired 
Back’us. “You’re mighty keen on the old 
man.”
Fernandey turned his eyes to his companion’s.
head
cum
Fer-
IO
the restless eyes
he 
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replied, 
if you want
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and looked into them for a moment before he 
dropped his gaze to the level of his chin, where 
it blazed and flickered as 
turned from side to side.
‘‘ Some day you know,” 
tellee you when it all done ;
um help any time you come longa me—Γm 
plenty good enough.”
The brain of Back’us was slow to grasp 
abstract problems, but he felt that he was on 
dangerous ground, and so lapsed into silence. 
He obscurely remembered something about 
strained relations arising long ago between the 
cap’n and Fernandey, and knew that neither 
entertained very happy feelings for the other. 
But rum is not a good stimulant for the 
memory, and rum was a necessity to Back’us. 
He had his past the same as the rest, and kept 
it to himself the same as the rest—albeit rum 
was the chief factor in it. The fight with him 
had always been between rum and no billet, or a 
billet and no rum, and the former had generally 
won. The Point was the only place that he 
knew of where he could have a little of each, 
and so he had become one of the settlement by 
sheer force of circumstances. In his very early 
days he had been inveigled away from his 
native cockney bricks and mortar to beat the 
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drum in a regimental band, and perhaps had 
acquired the habit in barrack life of turning 
from drill to the canteen, and from the canteen 
to drill ; anyway, the Point was the only place 
that suited him, he said, and so he stayed.
The old captain was a relic of bygone glory 
who had been caught in one of the eddies of 
colonial existence and, after being whirled and 
twisted about until even he himself was in 
some doubt as to his personal identity, was 
thrown up, stranded and useless, on the shores 
of that locality which Nature and circumstances 
had so peculiarly adapted for receiving the 
cast-off, worn-out hulks of humanity that once 
had sailed under full canvas, and with flags and 
pennons waving, in the great regatta of life.
Originally the holder of a commission in Her 
Majesty’s land forces, he had become involved 
in a little financial concern which was regarded 
by his friends and relatives as rather too delicate 
a matter to be subjected to the searching light 
of day. They had put their heads together in 
order to ‘^keep it in the family,” and had 
successfully raised those mists which sometimes 
spread themselves over the minds of men and 
conveniently hide all the jagged edges of a life’s 
history. They hid the scandal, but the price 
they charged the captain was his immediate 
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retirement to the most out-of-the-way place 
that the world contained. When he went to 
Friendly Point he fulfilled his engagement to 
the letter ; but that was only the ultimate out­
come of his action. He was on leave from his 
regiment at the time that he had fallen into the 
financial slough of despond, and it was at once 
seen that for him to resign whilst on leave, and 
without any particular reason, would be to open 
the door for the scandal to leak out and so 
upset all the well-planned schemes for maintain­
ing the family honour intact. So the family 
influence was set in motion, and as a distant 
cousin of the captain’s was about to go out as 
Governor to one of the colonies, a position on 
his staff was obtained for the delinquent. The 
way having thus been opened for an honourable 
retirement, the captain left England and the 
reminiscences of his little escapade for ever, 
conditionally on his being paid an annual 
remittance of three hundred pounds over and 
above what he might earn as a member of the 
colonial civil service. For a couple of years 
he had existed under the fostering care of his 
distant cousin, generally complaining about the 
class of people with whom he was compelled 
to associate, and consuming more of the vice­
regal spirituous liquor than was entirely good
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for his mental organism. Had the fates been 
more propitious and the captain been allowed 
the chance of remaining under the shadow of 
the Governor’s flag for a few more years, it is 
more than probable that he would have died 
an honoured and respected death while in the 
arduous service of the Imperial Government, 
and have been accorded a public funeral, with 
obituaries in the newspapers, and perhaps a 
tombstone raised by public subscription. But 
the fates were always unkind to the gallant 
warrior. Just when he was becoming reconciled 
to the indignity of his position, and had run 
up a sufficient number of bills to necessitate 
the constant interviewing of duns and the 
earnest promises to pay when the remittance 
came out, the distant cousin came in for a 
windfall in the shape of an English estate, and 
had the heartlessness to resign his vice-regal 
position and return home. His private secretary 
had no such windfall, nor could he very well 
return home in view of the covenant he had 
made on leaving ; but there was a lurking 
suspicion in his mind that he might continue 
in office for the successor to his cousin, and 
wrote home to his influential friends suggest­
ing it. But either they did not interest them­
selves very much in his cause or else the next
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representative of the Queen had relatives of 
his own to provide for, for when he arrived in 
the colony the captain found that his residence 
at Government House was at an end.
Now, as everybody knows who has tried it, 
a remittance of seventy-five pounds every three 
months is absolutely inadequate to support a 
gentleman of refined tastes and cultivated mind 
in a civilised community—let alone in such a 
place as the colonies, where tradesmen have a 
very impertinent habit of presenting their bills 
for payment every month, and objecting, even 
when the debtor is a resident at Government 
House, to wait from one quarter to another and 
still not get their money. If the tradesmen 
were impertinent to a debtor who resided in 
Government House, they were still more so 
when the debtor became a recognised remittance­
man, living where he could for the greatest 
possible time at the least possible expenditure ; 
and so it came about that within a few months 
of the departure of the vice-regal cousin the 
ex-private secretary found that his resources 
were in no degree commensurate with his re­
quirements—let alone the satisfying of the 
urgent and often personally offensive appeals 
of his creditor tradesmen. To equalise matters, 
he had recourse to the assistance of an urbane
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Hebrew who ostensibly dealt in china, but in 
a quiet, unostentatious manner did a little in 
the way of discounting bills at a specified rate 
of discount. The problem which the captain’s 
affairs presented to that astute financier was 
peculiarly interesting, for in its solution he 
saw how he could make a very satisfactory 
return for a very little labour. He saw how— 
if he obtained the control of the captain’s 
three hundred a year—he could easily settle 
with all the creditors, and, allowing the im­
pecunious victim a small portion of the re­
mittance, he could keep the rest for his own 
benefit. The debts as they appeared on the 
list that he prepared for the captain’s perusal 
amounted to a very large sum, and by the use 
of a little judicious imagination and some 
touches of exaggeration, the captain readily 
fell into the trap. If, explained the Hebrew, 
the captain would agree to make his remittance 
over to him, and retire to a quiet country 
place where he could live away from the reach 
of his creditors, and, the Hebrew added, 
temptations, his affairs would have a chance 
being set straight.
Never mind what’s been done ; I know 
that. Tell me how to get out of the way 
these infernal duns and their paltry bills,” he said.
of
all 
of
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“ Paltry bills, sir ? ” replied the Jew. 
“ Paltry, do you call them Why, they tot 
up to-------
“ Oh, never mind the total ; I know it,” 
said the captain. “ Just fire ofF your scheme, 
and let us get it over. What are you going 
to do—ofi⅛r to pay them ? '' he continued, 
as he leaned back in his chair and twisted his 
moustache.
And if I did offer to pay them, what would 
you say ? ” ventured the Jew softly, turning 
over the sheets of paper on which he had 
written the list of the captain’s debts and 
worked out his financial standing, darting a 
swift, keen side-glance into his victim’s face 
the while. The captain saw the glance, and 
it nettled him.
^^Say that you saw a chance of making a 
few hundreds per cent., and that you thought 
that you had some green fool to deal with,” 
he retorted, as he rose from his feet. ?^Do 
not think that you can play that game on me. 
If that is all your scheme, good-day,” he added, 
as he took up his hat and cane and made as 
if to leave the room. He had some idea of 
his companion’s moves, and in that vain fancy 
that sometimes takes hold of a man when he 
thinks only of his oλvn schemes and pays no
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attention to those of his opponent, he thought 
that his game was the better, and that he 
would win his points, while the Jew would 
be the loser.
“Now, look here, my good sir,” replied the 
Jew. “ Look at them accounts.” He was 
a little startled at the unexpected move on the 
part of his victim, and felt somewhat nervous 
whether his fish were not going to make that 
plunge which would end all his schemes, so he 
forgot for the moment his financial precision 
and lapsed into natural and ungrammatical 
English. “ Look at them accounts. You know 
whether they are right or not. You’ve the bills 
themselves in your pocket. Now, what’s in 
it.? An annuity of √^300, and may be mort­
gaged at that”------
‘‘ If it is, it is to you,” interrupted the 
captain, who had sought in the early morning 
a wherewithal to assist his mental capacity in 
its task, and had found the wherewithal so 
palatable that he had repeated it frequently 
between then and the time fixed for the inter­
view with his financial adviser. It was working 
well, for it stimulated his mind to just that 
sort of action which his quick-witted companion 
wished for, and deluded the victim all the 
while that he was playing a winning game.
2
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The Jew paid no attention to the interrup­
tion, and continued :
“Capitalise that ^^300 a year, and you have, 
at 5 per cent., say, j^6ooo. But you will 
not live more than fifteen years longer at the 
outside, and no one would do it at less than 
IO per cent., and that’s very low, too. So 
there you are—^^3000 for your annuity if you 
can get any one to take it up ; and what else ? 
Why, debts to the amount of ^4500 odd, 
and not another asset in the whole world. You 
come to me and ask me for advice and help, 
and then, when I offer it, what do you do ? ” 
And the Jew paused and looked at the 
embarrassed captain with an air of one who felt 
intensely an unjust imputation.
“ Well, what’s to be done ? 
milder voice, as he stood 
dallied with his hat.
“ Go through the court. 
Go and file your schedule. 
j^300 a year, and you < 
stones,” retorted the Jew, ' 
in his victim and promptly took advantage 
of it.
“ But, hang it all, I cannot do that,” replied 
the captain. “ I know what Γll do. I’ll leave 
the colony and let the devils rip for their 
he asked in a 
by the table and
That’s my advice.
They’ll take your 
can go and break 
who saw the waver
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money/’ he added quickly, as the bright idea 
flashed into his brain.
The Jew turned to a drawer in his table, 
and taking out a note of hand he held it up and 
said, When that is paid, captain.”
Oh, that’ll be all right,” he answered.
I’ll send the amount as soon as I get the next 
quarter’s money.”
“Now, look here, sir, I don’t want to be 
hard upon you,” said the financier slowly, “but 
perhaps you don’t know that for what you’ve 
just said I can put you in—well, in prison.”
“ You consummate scoundrel ! I’ll break 
your neck if you dare to speak to me of such a 
thing,” began the captain hotly, as he turned 
fiercely round upon the little man.
“Now, do not get excited,” the Jew went 
on. “ I was only telling you what could be 
done to show you how foolish your proposal 
was. It is no use trying anything but common­
sense methods in overcoming your difficulties. 
You see you are in a hole, and the only way to 
get out of it that I can see is to accept my 
suggestion. Let us sit down and talk it over 
again, and see what can be done.”
“ And be threatened by a mean little- 
the captain began hotly.
“ Now, my dear captain, do just listen to
»»
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a chair for 
attentions 
he smiled
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reason,” urged the Jew, as he placed 
his companion, and with servile 
invited him to accept it. Then 
behind his carefully-trimmed beard as the 
captain took the seat, and the angler saw that 
the fish was almost within reach of the landing- 
net.
“ I’ll tell you what I’ll do,” he went on, as 
he seated himself at the table again. ‘‘You 
make the annuity over to me, and I’ll undertake 
to settle with all your creditors, on the condition 
that you get away out of the town, and away 
from temptation for a time, and then, when all 
this is settled up, we will see what is left over 
for you. It won’t be much, I am afraid, but 
we’ll do the best we can. But perhaps your 
brother will do something for you ”
" I know he won’t,” said the captain sulkily.
“ Well, there’s no harm in trying, and I’ll 
see whether he will or not. You see, as it 
stands, it is money clean out of my pocket, 
and if I take it up, why, it is only fair that 
he will help the man who has helped his 
brother, even if he did not help you direct.”
“ I’ll give you the odds he won’t,” retorted 
the captain.
Well, we can try—that is, if you think my 
proposal worth attention,” said the Jew.
T^he Last Remittance. 21
said 
not 
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I want to know what I am to get/’ 
the captain, whose stimulated brain was 
moving with the same clear rapidity as it 
done a little earlier.
Well, it might go to ∕^40 a year, as things 
are,” replied the Jew.
Great heavens, what is that to me ? It 
would not keep me a week ! ” exclaimed the 
captain.
“ Not here, maybe, but in the country. Oh, 
in the country you can live very cheaply,” 
replied the Jew.
Γd as soon shoot myself,” grumbled the 
captain.
“ Of course, it might be more when things 
are straightened out a bit, but at present— 
well, I’ll make it ∕^50, although it is throwing 
money away out of my pocket. I’ll guarantee 
you a year, a receipt for all your bills, 
and find you a nice little place in the country, 
where you can live like a squatter, and 
up to town now and again as you may 
inclined.”
“ But it’s a dog’s life,” the captain said.
Only for a year or so,” interrupted 
Jew. “ 
have the annuity cleared, with careful manage­
ment and economy ; and then, when you are 
run 
feel
the 
In a year or two we shall probably
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” assented the Jew. “ But don’t 
once. Go home and think it over,
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all freed of these present encumbrances, you 
can return to town without a debt or a dun.”
‘‘ And begin all over again,” suggested the 
captain.
Just so, 
decide at 
and I’ll be here to-morrow morning, when you 
can let me have your answer.”
Before he was quite aware of what was being 
done, he was ushered out of the little den, and 
found himself returning to his hotel deep in 
thought over the scheme. His first experience 
after returning to the hotel was an interview 
with the proprietor, who wanted to know when 
it would be convenient for the captain to settle 
his board and wine account ; and no sooner 
was the landlord disposed of than an enter­
prising tailor, whose bills lasted longer than 
his clothes, desired the captain’s attention to 
the urgency of his need for an early settlement 
of his account. Then a third, a fourth, and 
a fifth dun waited upon him and pressed for 
settlements, until the captain’s brief patience 
was exhausted, and he repaired again to the 
office of his financial adviser. That worthy 
had only just come in, and was on the point 
of going out again, he told the captain, but 
would spare a few moments to oblige his friend.
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“ Take the annuity and give me a receipt 
for all those infernal sharks,” the captain said. 
“ Anything is better than this infernal worry 
—even ten years in the bush,” he added.
‘‘ It is a wise resolve on your part, sir, and 
I am sure that in a year or so I shall be able 
to see you on your legs again,” replied the 
Jew.
“ I suppose you will want something signed ? ” 
remarked the captain, whose strong point was 
not commercial knowledge, and who therefore 
always assumed an off-hand manner in dealing 
with such things as legal documents. Very 
unconsciously, but very materially, did he help 
the Jew to bind him in the toils.
“ It is always as well to have these little 
things in writing,” the Jew answered. “ Here 
is an ordinary form which will do very well, 
unless you care to have matters set forth in 
more detail,” he continued, as he produced a 
carefully engrossed parchment from one of the 
drawers in the office table.
Take it away and read it through at your 
leisure, and if you prefer something more in 
detail, why, of course we can have it prepared.” 
‘‘Oh, hang the stuff; I want to settle it at 
once. I don’t want to be badgered for the 
rest of the day as I have been this afternoon,”
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replied the captain ; and the Jew smiled to 
himself the smile of the self-satisfied as he heard 
from his victim’s own lips how well his plans 
had unfolded.
Just as you please, sir, of course,” he replied. 
‘^Only just read it through, and then if you 
like we’ll get witnesses and you can sign right 
away.”
The captain read, and understood just as 
much about it when he had finished as when 
he began. He saw that he was to receive the 
sum of in instalments of every six 
months, and, for the rest, he knew little and 
cared less. Two friends of the Jew were called 
in and witnessed the signatures of the contract­
ing parties, and the captain went forth freed 
from duns, and the Jew stroked his beard and 
smiled over the triumph of his skill.
“Come in to-morrow,” he said as the captain 
left, “ and I’ll have the country trip arranged.” 
Then, when he was alone, he drew from out 
the same drawer that had contained the parch­
ment that the captain had just signed a bundle 
of papers, which he proceeded to look through. 
They were the receipts from various tradesmen 
of accounts alleged to have been due at different 
dates by the captain, but they were very much 
smaller amounts than those which had been 
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sent to the captain himself “ Well, a clear 
j^2000 was worth the trouble,” he muttered 
to himself as he replaced the papers and put 
away the contract in his safe.
The captain celebrated the arrival of free­
dom from duns and worries in a royal and 
befitting manner ; and the next morning when 
he came to get his marching orders he was very 
uncertain in his mind what was going to take 
place or what had taken place, except that he 
had dodged all his creditors and was going to 
dodge them again.
He was presented by the Jew to a rugged, 
bronzed, and bearded man, whom the Jew said 
was Mr. Backhouse, of Friendly Point.
Mr. Backhouse said that he was going to sail 
soon, if the captain was ready. The captain’s 
personal effects were small and few in spite of 
his many bills and creditors, and by the hour 
appointed he and his belongings were at the 
landing-stage, where the boat was waiting to 
convey him along with Mr. Backhouse to his 
future country residence. The Jew came to 
his hotel to see him off, and took care that the 
parting guest should not lack the speeding 
hospitality, so that by the time the captain was 
seated in the boat the actions of the outside 
world were whirled and confused. From the 
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seat to the bottom of the boat was a short 
distance, and when, some six hours later, as the 
sun was sinking in a crimson west, the boat 
grated on a sandy beach, the captain was too 
comfortable to move voluntarily. So he was 
lifted up by strong arms, carried above high- 
water mark, and laid none too gently on a patch 
of sun-dried grass “to sleep it off,” as Back­
house said.
And thus had “ the cap’n ” come to Friendly 
Point.
II.
There was mirth and carol at Friendly Point 
on the night that the boat came in, for she had 
brought a supply of rum over from the main­
land for Back’us, and rum is always a sure 
means of revelry and riot in the bush camp. 
The captain had received his looked-for letter 
telling him that the remittance of was
available for his periodical visit to town, and 
the satisfaction at the news had made him 
forget even the passing difference with Back’us ; 
an invitation from that gentleman to go up to 
his hut and enjoy a share of the rum leaving a 
still further soothing influence on the captain’s 
wounded dignity. It was not every time that
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he had such a chance of preparing himself for 
his town trip.
The hut in which Back’us resided was a 
characteristic specimen of Point architecture. 
Four slab walls and a shingle roof ; a door in 
front, facing the sea, and another directly 
opposite at the back, facing the bush ; a wide 
open fireplace with a chimney square all the 
way up, through which the stars could be seen 
at night and down which the rain always 
descended and drenched the floor in the wet 
season, and which, with the two doorways, 
formed the sole openings through which air or 
ventilation could be possible. A rough slab of 
wood standing on four equally rough pins did 
duty for a table, which, with a few logs worn 
smooth on the top, some tin pannikins, and a 
blackened, smoke-begrimed billy, constituted 
the movable furniture of the hut. In one 
corner, four forked stakes driven into the 
ground, and supporting a rude frame of gum 
saplings upon which a length of coarse canvas 
was stretched, constituted the couch upon which 
the owner of the habitation was accustomed to 
take his evening sleep as well as his mid-day 
spell. Light was supplied from a slush-lamp, 
made from an ancient square mustard tin, one 
corner of which had been battered into a spout
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where there rested a twist of tow that reached 
down into the collection of miscellaneous fat in 
the tin, and supported a sickly, dingy, smoky, 
flame that blinked and spluttered, in a persistent 
but feeble attempt to illuminate the interior. 
For Back’us was not any more wealthy than the 
rest of his compatriots at the Point. By hard 
work, as it was known there, he managed to get 
a sufficient share in the fish sent away—the only 
marketable product of the place—to find him­
self in such simple necessaries as flour, tea, and 
sugar, as well as the luxuries of tobacco, almost 
as much a necessary in the bush as either of the 
other three, and occasionally a half gallon or so 
of rum. Sometimes he went up to the town in 
the boat and consumed his rum there, but as 
that invariably resulted in the payment of a 
police court fine or the staying a week or so in 
the station at Her Majesty’s expense, Back’us 
had come to the conclusion that it was always 
cheapest, if not best, to do his imbibing at the 
retired Point, where constables were unknown 
and a man could drown himself in rum if he 
liked and no magistrate would call him to 
account in the morning.
Among the Pointers it was the social solvent. 
Under its influence the friendship of the resi­
dents became warm and lasting—while the rum
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was there—and little differences were set aside 
in order that all might meet on a common 
level, and partake of the hospitality of whoever 
had the temerity to invite the crowd. It had 
become a fixed habit with Back’us that when 
he could amass enough wealth to obtain a 
half-gallon keg he would invite the settlement 
to share it with him, and keep open house 
until the rum was gone, when he would resume 
work and save until he had enough for another 
order—and so the years passed.
Male and female, the company numbered 
about a score—the male portion mostly white 
and the females of the colour that belonged to 
the soil, while marriage rings were superfluous 
in a community of such simple and primitive 
habits. The children—little yellow piccaninnies 
—did not participate in the festivities of the 
rum-keg, but stood afar off and looked through 
the open doors at the enjoyment of their 
elders and longed for the days when they too 
would be able to take a hand at emptying the 
pannikins, a performance from which their 
seniors seemed to derive so strange and yet 
so keen a delight.
The supply of drinking vessels in every 
establishment being limited, each guest brought 
his own, and, with the keg on the rough slab 
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table, the company gathered round and filled 
and emptied at their host’s bidding. Steady 
drinking was objected to on the grounds that 
it made the liquor go too fast, and moreover 
robbed the imbibers of an opportunity to 
exercise their mental, vocal, and social qualities 
for the entertainment of their fellows. Hence 
a custom had grown up that each drink should 
be preceded by a toast, a speech, or a song, 
and any one who took a nip between whiles 
was promptly ejected from the hut.
“ ’Ere’s to the himperial harmy and the 
hofficer wot should ’ave been a general,” 
proposed the merry Back’us, as, late in the 
evening, he slowly raised his cup to his lips 
with one hand and nodded to the captain, 
whom he further designated with an unsteady 
wave of his unoccupied hand, for the toasts 
had already reached a respectable total.
The captain rose with dignity, and, clearing 
his throat, said,—
‘‘ Mr. Backhouse, ladies, and gentlemen, it 
is a proud and conspicuously brilliant position 
in which I find myself at this moment------ ”
Just then the lamp, which in the height of 
social enjoyment no one had thought of looking 
after, flickered and went out, and for a few 
moments the company were disturbed. The
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in case 
to resist
of the 
rules of
captain at once reached for the keg 
any of his fellows should be unable 
temptation and so take advantage 
opportunity and violate one of the 
the evening. The same idea had apparently 
struck Back’us and the rest of the assemblage, 
and as the host was the nearest to the keg he 
was the one to secure it, his guests unexpectedly 
grasping one another by the hand as they all 
groped across the table in search of it. The 
keg secured, Back’us struck a match and 
discovered his guests in the act of saving one 
another from temptation. With the keg 
under his arm he re-lit and replenished the 
lamp.
“ So that’s yer little game, is it, yer mean 
lot of sharks, a-tryin’ to prig a man’s grog 
in the dark, and that while ’e’s a-shoutin’ for 
you all ? Well, then, just you git, you------ ”
and the irritated host designated his guests in 
words that offended even the muddled ears of 
Friendly Point.
“Wot name belonga that pfeller ? ” yelled 
an indignant though coloured lady of the 
company, pointing the finger of scorn at her 
host. “ You plenty pfeller, white debbil, you 
tak’um that,” and, with an unerring aim, she 
hurled the empty pannikin at his head. The 
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crash of the tin on the brow of Back’us was 
the signal of war, and for a while the interior 
of the hut was confused. The absence of 
movable furniture was fortunate, for, when 
colonial rum works its way into brains not too 
well acquainted with the meaning of restraint 
in any of their passional qualities, matters are 
likely to become exhilarated, and a handy 
chair-leg or a three-legged stool are possible 
arguments that are as well avoided under such 
circumstances.
The captain, with a memory of previous 
evening parties at the Point, and with an eye 
to possible emergencies, had selected a seat near 
the back door, and, as every one else in the 
hut seemed intent on their own business, he 
did not feel called upon to stand on ceremony, 
but promptly backed through the doorway out 
into the open air. Pausing a moment to make 
sure that he was sufficiently firm on his feet 
to travel, he cast a lingering thought back into 
the hut as the possibility of an upset keg and a 
wasted source of happiness crossed his mind. 
But it was useless to think of rescuing the keg 
from the combatants, so he strutted off as 
boldly as he could in the direction of his own 
humble homestead. The murmurs of the fight 
reached him through the subdued quiet of the
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night, unbroken else save by the distant roar 
of the surf.
“ Rowdy, drunken lot ! ” he said to himself, 
as he went inside the hut, and, shutting the 
door after him, cautiously approached the open 
fireplace, where some embers of the fire that he 
had made to boil his billy ” for tea still 
glowed. The old man had a great affection 
for a fire at night, for, even in the midst of 
summer, the chill night sea-air soon cooled 
off the glare and blaze from the sand which 
surrounded his hut, and made a fire not alto­
gether a discomfort. Besides, firewood was to 
be had for the cutting, while fat for a lamp 
meant money, another reason for the captain’s 
appreciation. The embers were soon fanned 
into a flame, and as the blaze curled round the 
timber that he cast on the fire, he had light 
enough to see about him and to guide his not 
too steady steps.
Rowdy, drunken lot ! ” he muttered again, 
as an extra burst of fury came to him through 
the open window. ‘‘ Some one’s stretched. 
Well, it’s no business of mine, and I cannot 
help them, although I do wish I could have 
brought the rum with me, for they are sure to 
waste it,” he continued, as he searched for his 
travel-stained clay and his modest store of
3
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tobacco. Then, when he had filled the bowl, 
he reached for a convenient splinter of burning 
wood and proceeded to puff his philosophy up 
the chimney.
It may be a peculiarity of the Australian 
bush, due, perhaps, to some subtle influence of 
the shadowless, mournful eucalyptus, but when 
a man has turned away into the timbered 
solitudes from the seductive attractions of the 
town, there comes to him at times a yearning 
and a longing for some fiery, maddening potency 
wherewith to fight the growing tyranny of 
the past, and ease the spring of the safety valve 
of sanity. When he has found and absorbed 
it, he arrives at a point of philosophic enjoy­
ment when a fire is a companion and a pipe a 
friend. He feels that he is in as complete a 
state of happiness as any mortal can know, and 
his mental faculties are subdued into a well- 
balanced harmony that is to be understood only 
by those who have penetrated into its mysterious 
sublimity.
Softened and mellowed by the rosy distance 
that unconsciously grows between the personality 
of the individual and the rough outlined events 
of his life and the jagged edges of memorised 
indignities, the mind, in a sweet, dispassionate 
unconcern, views all acts and fancies, as it passes
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from point to point of the mental landscape, 
in a gloriously untrammelled freedom. Sym­
pathy for one’s fellows becomes a divine sense 
of charity which, recognising the good that is 
in acts of kindness, sees yet a greater good in 
unselfish denial, and so refrains from actively 
participating in that good for fear that, as the 
amount is limited, such participation will cause 
the shutting out of other and equally well-in­
tentioned minds. One thinks and sorrows in 
another’s affliction ; but ere that sorrow can 
grow into grief there comes a more delightful 
and more poignant feeling in the knowledge 
that, everything having its compensation, those 
who are down to-day may be up to-morrow, 
and that as there has been sorrow for the afflic­
tion of to-day, so there should, in the eternal 
fitness of things, be rejoicing at the prospect of 
pleasure on the morrow that awaits the sufferer. 
War becomes a game of chance, a twisted 
medley of coloured ribbons in which the red, 
black, white, blue and yellow plait themselves 
into a single cord, each one doing its share in 
the making of a high-toned, gaudy hieroglyphic 
of visual sensuality. Hate is a vision that 
needs energy to understand and appreciate it 
and so is uninteresting, while love necessitates 
a sex that is superfluous to the moment and so
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joins hands with hate and passes on. The lust 
for wealth grows empty and shallow, for all the 
gold of the world could not do more than 
purchase the facile enjoyment of the hour. 
The past becomes a rosy mist where all the 
sounds of ugly conflict and strife are hushed 
or deadened into a melodious hum, and the 
future—whoever thinks of the future from a 
present that is bright ?
The old captain, as he sat and nodded at the 
fire, and puffed at his coarse, strong tobacco, 
went back calmly and unemotionally over his 
past, as one could imagine a disembodied spirit 
would do when at the moment of death it 
looked upon its late habitation and added up, 
with one sweep of its freshly-recovered power, 
the doings of a life. He recalled his first step, 
when he became a man and donned the uniform 
of a regiment he was doomed to leave in dis­
grace. Then came the crash—merely a little 
tangle in the thread when viewed from such a 
dispassionate distance—and the difficulty with 
the colonial duns and the swindle of the Jew 
that had kept him an outcast at Friendly Point 
all these ten years, with only a semi-annual trip 
into civilisation, and that of brief duration ; for 
out of his twenty-five pounds he had to put 
aside enough to keep him in tea and flour
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during the remaining six months before the 
next remittance fell due, and that did not leave 
very much for a heavy bout. It all floated 
calmly before him as he sat and smoked, and 
heard now and again a drunken cry or a snatch 
of a song come through the open window, 
softened by the distance into a gentle moan. 
To a man with his wits about him it would 
have been an ugly score to face, and one that 
would have made the blood throb in the 
temples, and the fingers close on the palms, 
and hot, angry words break from the tongue, 
while vengeance sent its yearning light into the 
eyes ; but it was only the past to him. Salva­
tion may make the future all right, but it is 
rum that glosses the past of a ruined life ; and 
until preachers can make their gospel retrospec­
tive, they must play a losing game against the 
publican in the Australian bush.
It was long after midnight when the captain’s 
pipe was out, and he threw himself with loosened 
clothes on the stretcher, and slept till some 
hours after the sun had risen. The boat was 
going back to town, and he was going with her 
to enjoy the luxuries of town life while his 
scanty remittance lasted. His old Friendly 
Point costume was discarded, and when he 
emerged from his hut it was in all the glories 
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of a tweed suit—old and uncertain in colour— 
a clean check shirt, and a white helmet. With 
his town costume he put on his stately manners, 
and treated his late fellow-convivialists with 
a proud standoffishness.
‘‘ ’Ullo, old scarlet runner,” the cockney-bred 
Back’us greeted him as he stepped across the 
sand to where the boat lay in the channel of 
a little creek. “ Horf fer yer annual booze ? ”
The captain scorned to bandy words with 
his still-inebriated host of the previous evening, 
but walked past him and his companions, and, 
stepping into the boat, took his seat.
‘^Yer’ll get that ’elmet wet, sojer,” yelled 
Back’us, indignant at the silence of the man 
who had not hesitated to drink his rum the 
night before, and who, with the others, had 
tried to get the keg on the quiet.
“ Shut up, boozey ! ” called out one of the 
men who formed the boat’s crew, and whose 
temper was not improved by his potations on 
the previous night. “ Shut up, or we’ll take 
you as ballast.”
Right ye are, my buck ; and old ’orse- 
marine there’ll pay for a spree for me at ’is 
’otel,” replied the unsteady Back’us, as he 
lurched down the bank of the creek and 
clambered over the side of the boat,
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I object to that man coming up in this 
boat ; I object, I say. Do you hear, sir ? ” 
called out the captain, as he rose from his seat. 
The boat heeled and rolled as the drunken 
man clambered into her.
“ ’Ang on ter yer ’elmet,” muttered Back’us. 
“ D’yer think yer own the bloomin’ craft 
’Ere, shut up, will yer, or I’ll bust yer ’ead 
in ! ” and he threatened the indignant captain 
with the end of a rope he laid hold of.
The whole of the community had by this 
time assembled on the bank of the creek, 
and listlessly watched the signs of the coming 
struggle. It was no novelty to them, for the 
captain generally had a row with Back’us before 
he left for his periodical spree, Back’us 
receiving some time during the previous six 
months an invitation to go with him, which 
the captain always forgot when it was time 
to start. As the old gentleman’s nerves would 
not stand so severe a strain as a fight, he 
generally lapsed into silence, and allowed 
Back’us to carry the day with blustering threats 
and forecasts of the unutterable things he was 
prepared to do if his adversary moved or 
spoke.
Any one else would have cowed the cockney 
with a show of fight, and the old captain was
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the only one whom he could bully. The rest 
of the community never interfered in such 
cases, for none liked the captain. Even the 
callousness of the local mind was shocked at 
the meanness of the man who would share or 
sponge a share of whatever any one else had, 
but who never offered an atom in return.
Now then, old 'oss marine, wot ’ave yer 
got ter say ? ” inquired Back’us, as he lurched 
and stumbled across the boat and seized hold 
of the captain’s collar with one hand, while 
he raised the other, clenched till the knuckles 
showed white, as if he were about to smash 
it into the captain’s face.
‘‘ You drunken creature, let go of me ! Here, 
some of you, come and------ ”
“ Don’t drunken creature ’ me, yer spongin,’ 
soakin’ swab, yer,” interrupted Back’us, as he 
shook the captain by the collar and nearly 
threw him off his legs, his own unsteadiness 
making it a 
both to fall 
not capsize.
“Let go,
captain.
Well, do it,” retorted Back’us ; and to the 
surprise of every one, but to none more than to 
Back’us himself, the captain raised his fist, and,
matter of easy achievement 
overboard, even if the boat
I say, or Γll∙ began
for 
did
the
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in a momentary impulse, struck his opponent 
in the face. The effect of the blow on the 
boasting cockney was immediate and complete. 
His hold slipped from the captain’s coat, he 
lurched backwards, tripped over an oar, and 
in trying to recover his balance turned half 
round and fell overboard into the deepest part 
of the creek. A shout of laughter from the 
bank sounded in his ears as he sank, and his 
muddled brain grew clear for the moment to 
register a flash of hate and malice and store 
away a resolve of bitter revenge on the captain 
when the opportunity afforded. When he 
scrambled out he found the captain sitting 
down again, calm and smiling after his unusual 
exercise of energy, while the crowd on the bank 
met him with jeers and laughter, from which 
he slunk away to his hut and the remainder of 
the rum.
The captain sat complacently while the men 
who formed the boat’s crew came aboard and 
cleared away the sail-hoists preparatory to 
starting. In his mind there was still a linger­
ing suspicion of that sense which had stolen 
over him the night before, as he sat by his 
lonely midnight fire and smoked his last pipe. 
The past seemed to have rolled itself into a 
shadowy reality, which was somehow hovering 
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Q>Nzr and around him ; the present was a dream 
in which he lived and felt, and yet knew that 
it lacked the hard substantiality of actual vital 
activity ; the future was a vast expanse that 
lay behind a heavy veil, through which the 
eyes could not see, but which was to rise and 
expose—he did not care what. He sat without 
speaking, but with a smile on his lips, as the 
boat drew away from the shore, and the ripple 
of the little waves, and the splash of the water, 
as it bubbled away in the wake of the boat, 
were alike unheard by him. His eyes, turned 
to the fast-receding shore, saw the companions 
of many years standing out dark against the 
sunlit sand, and farther off, at the door of the 
hut on the hill, showing out against the open 
doorway on the other side, was the slovenly 
figure of Back’us.
“ And it was so easy, after all,” he mur­
mured to himself, as he watched the diminishing 
figure of his opponent.
III.
It had been very stormy all the previous day, 
and, although it had cleared up when the night 
came on, the captain was in grave doubts as to 
what sort of weather there would be for his 
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return trip to the Point. Ten days had elapsed 
since his struggle with Back’us on the boat 
at the mouth of the little creek, and during 
those ten days he had lived, after his old 
fashion, upon the best of everything that the 
expenditure of his limited remittance could 
procure. And now the end of his tether had 
been reached, for all his money was gone, and 
the boat was starting the next morning, and 
he must either go in her or starve till she came 
up again—for he was known to everybody in 
the town, and knew it, and knew also that no 
one would give him credit for a penny stamp 
for a day. True to his principles and practice, 
he had spent his money on what he considered 
to be the best enjoyment the hour offered, and 
he now had the supreme satisfaction of knowing 
that every fraction had been spent upon himself, 
and that not a soul had participated, so far as 
he was aware, or so far as he had been able to 
manage, in the enjoyment he had purchased.
They won’t trust me, the cads, so why should 
I trust them ” he reasoned to himself, as he 
went on his own selfish course. “ The money 
is mine, and I am going to spend it, and enjoy 
it. I have not enough to give any of it away.” 
And now he was about to leave his brief- 
lived Paradise, and return to Friendly Point,
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with its tea, salt beef, and damper, and an 
occasional break-out on rum, when some one 
was generous or foolish enough to give him 
any, for another six months. “ Time enough 
to sleep it off,” he thought, as he retired to his 
room, and turned in between sheets—a luxury 
he would not know for another half-year.
In the morning the weather was clear, and 
the captain went to the boat with a fairly light 
heart, free of everything save regret that his 
spree was now at an end. But in all his repeti­
tions of the periodical trip to town, he had 
never showed his sorrow at returning to his 
exile. In the first year or so he had kicked 
against it a bit, but he had become reconciled 
to it and took it with philosophical coolness, 
both in the coming and the going. When he 
reached the boat, he was slightly annoyed to 
find that Back’us, with an ugly scowl, was one 
of the two men who formed the crew ; his 
ancient enemy, Fernandey, being the other. 
Putting his bundle into the boat, he nodded 
to his companions, a salutation Fernandey alone 
returned, for Back’us was surly and silent.
The river had been left behind, and the 
thirty miles of open water that lay between its 
mouth and Friendly Point stretched away in 
front of the boat. Dark, heavy clouds had
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been gathering overhead, and the water beneath 
was dark and heavy, too, with the foam, made 
by the broken swell, hanging in dirty, soapy 
bubbles on the surface. Evening was still 
some hours away, although the clouds effectually 
obscured the sun, and only a dull glow in the 
clouds suggested where it was* The wind had 
been steady while the boat had been coming 
down the river, but it now lulled, and, for a 
time, barely filled the sails. But there was an 
angry look in the sky and the sea that boded 
ill, and the quick eyes of Fernandey, used to the 
signs of the bay for the past fifteen years, saw 
and noted it. He had held the tiller on the 
passage down the stream with one hand, and 
had worked the main-sheet with the other, 
while Back’us sat forward and attended to the 
jib-sheets in the frequent tacks the boat had 
to make in the constant turns and reaches of 
the river. The captain sat between the two 
under the thwarts of the boat and smoked in 
silence, neither offering to do anything in the 
boat nor being asked. The other two men 
were too far apart for conversing together 
except over the head of the captain, and so, 
beyond an occasional interchange of opinion 
as to the best time to lea-oh,” they also were 
silent.
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Better reef ’urn main-sail,” jerked out 
Fernandey, after he had glanced round the 
horizon and noted the signs of a coming squall. 
Back’us knew enough about the weather, too, 
to understand that something was coming, and 
as soon as Fernandey suggested reefing he 
assented, and prepared to lower away the jib.
“ Leave that alone,” said Fernandey, with 
an oath. Get um main-sail down ; and, my 
word, quick too,” he added rapidly, as he took 
another glance round the horizon and saw that 
the squall was nearer than he thought.
Back’us let go the halyards of the main-sail, 
and the now-excited Fernandey made a grab 
at the sail as it bellied out over the side when 
the peak came down.
“ ’Ere, you passenger, you do work too,” 
he cried out to the captain, who was still com­
fortably seated at the bottom of the boat with 
his pipe in his mouth. Get up, you,” he cried, 
as he wrestled with the sail that Back’us had let 
come down all of a run, and which was now 
ballooning out with the first puff of the squall.
Back’us had thrown himself on the gaff and 
strove to seize the swelling canvas with his 
arms, while Fernandey, scared and excited, tried 
to reach back to the tiller before the full force 
of the squall struck the boat.
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“ Give a ’and ’ere,” called out Back’us to 
the captain, as he sprawled along the galF spar, 
and, flourishing his legs to preserve his balance, 
sent one bare foot within an inch of the 
captain’s nose, who escaped from a blow that 
was more due to accident than design. The 
captain, not desiring to acknowledge the 
authority of Fernandey, had declined to move 
when first called upon, but the filling sail, the 
evident excitement of his companions, and the 
flash of Back’us’s foot before his face, aroused 
him, and seizing the gaffζ which was just above 
his head, he pulled himself up.
For a moment he was held by the sight that 
met his eyes. Overhead the sky was a mass 
of dark, slate-grey clouds, shreddy and vapoury 
on the lower levels, and heavy and black on 
the higher, but turning and twisting upon 
themselves like an army of angry snakes, the 
heavier masses reaching a shade of deep, neutral 
grey that was almost black, and the lighter 
edges of the whirling shreds changing into a 
dirty grey-green as they passed before the more 
sombre depths behind. The sea near the boat 
was rolling in long, oily waves, reflecting the 
dull, ghastly colour of the clouds ; and where 
the tops of the waves broke, it was into a few 
colourless bubbles that burst as soon as they
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were formed. A little way astern, the clouds 
seemed to be coming down in an unbroken veil 
to the surface of the water, while the waves 
leaped and hissed in white splashes of foam to 
meet them, the line at which they met seeming 
to rush towards the boat with the rapidity of 
thought. It was a tropical cyclonic squall that 
had come down, and before the captain had 
time to realise it, the boat felt its force. With 
a roar the loosened sail was filled as it lay in the 
boat, and, in spite of Back’us, was blown over 
the side, where its boom caught in the waves 
and heeled the boat over until the water spurted 
over the thwarts. The jib bellied out with a 
rush, and snapping the fastened sheet, flew 
from the stay and flapped itself into ribbons 
which cracked and flicked in the wind like a 
hundred coach whips.
Fernandey, leaving the tiller in the fright 
of the moment, seized the main-sheet with both 
hands, and, calling to the captain to help him, 
essayed to haul the water-logged sail on board. 
But the only effect was to heel the boat still 
further over, and, as she turned broadside to 
the waves, she went over on her beam ends, 
and the water rushing in, flooded her until she 
turned slowly over. The captain, as he felt 
her going, crawled back over the thwart, and.
T^he Last Remittance. 49
as she turned over, scrambled on to her bottom 
and clung to the centre board, while the other 
two men, more used to the water, jumped clear 
and then swam back to the upturned boat, 
scrambling up beside the captain. They had 
barely laid hold of the support when the 
increased weight told, and she sank until the 
keel was almost level with the surface, while 
the waves set up by the squall splashed and 
flew over the three. An oar, loosened from 
the debris below, rose to the surface, and the 
■captain, seeing it and feeling that the boat was 
going down, leaped towards and caught it.
Fernandey, pale and shivering, looked at 
Back’us with his beady, shifty eyes.
It’s two or none,” he muttered, as he 
turned his eyes to the captain, who was clinging 
to the oar barely a yard away from the boat.
Back’us nodded.
“ Which two ? ” muttered Fernandey again ; 
but before Back’us had time to nod a reply the 
boat slowly settled down below them. Both 
were strong swimmers, and at once struck out 
for the oar to which the captain was clinging, 
with little more than his head out of the water.
“ Leave go, leave go ! ” 
Fernandey made a grab at it. 
two, and I can’t swim.”
he shouted, as 
“ It won’t hold
4
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“Then drown,” retorted Fernandey, as he 
tried to jerk the oar out of the captain’s 
hands. “ We’ll settle now,” he gasped out, 
as he battled with the waves and sought to 
wrest the last hope from the captain. “ You 
stole my girl, and I wait plenty long time.”
“ Back’us, Mr. Backhouse,” shouted the 
captain. “He’ll drown me. Pull him off, 
pull him off!”
But Back’us had seen another oar floating 
on the waves and had struck out for it, leaving 
Fernandey to his own devices, and never 
thinking of the captain, for the time was one 
when a man’s hands were pretty full in taking 
care of himself.
Fernandey’s eyes gleamed and flashed through 
the flying spray of the waves, and the captain, 
clinging to the oar with all the strength that 
his bout had left in him, saw him swimming 
nearer to him.
“ You afraid to die ? ” muttered Fernandey 
between his clenched teeth, as he drew up 
opposite the captain and writhed his powerful 
legs round the body of his enemy as he strove 
to push and pull him off the oar. The weight 
was too much for the slight support, and the 
captain began to feel that it was sinking with 
him. For a moment he feared, and then, as
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the water rippled over the oar and he felt that 
he too was going down, a mist seemed to clear 
away from his brain. Where a moment before 
his heart had almost stood still with fear and 
terror, and his one idea had been a frantic 
struggle for life, he was now calm and fearless. 
Was he afraid to die ? The question rang in 
his brain. He afraid ! Why, he did not 
know what fear was.
But why did those small eyes glare at him 
through the thin green veil which was forming 
before his own ? They could not harm him ; 
he was floating somewhere, but where it did 
not matter. There was a short, dull spasm 
of pain in his chest, and his blood seemed 
to rush through his head and cover him, and 
instead of the green there was a red film 
through which he looked at the beady eyes 
and the greyish-brown face. Was he afraid? 
Who had said so ? With one wild, passionate 
effort he cast aside the film from his 
shouted into the ugly face and into 
beady eyes,—
“ No British soldier fears to die ! ”
* * * *
Some days later a body was thrown up 
on the sands at Friendly Point, with pallid 
features and sodden clothes, and on the breast
eyes, and 
the ugly
*
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of the open shirt there was a dark red stain, 
while beneath it a knife-wound gaped above 
the heart.
“ The cap’n ” had got back to Friendly 
Point.
RAT THE GUNNER.
I.
It was not to his connection with any of Her 
Majesty’s regiments of Artillery that the 
Gunner owed his name, for his military ex­
perience was purely of an imagined character, 
and his service to his country in the bearing 
of arms had been done by proxy, if it had 
been done at all. At various intervals, when 
the wine was in and the wit was out, the 
Gunner was wont to make vague and discreet 
references to the quality of the blood that 
flowed through the veins of his diminutive 
figure, references which often called forth from 
his companions rejoinders in which, however, 
the noun was only recognised as a convenient 
and expressive adjective. Beyond such re­
ferences to his family history, the antecedents 
of the gentleman were unknown, and, failing 
any declaration of a personal nature, the 
patronymic of the Rat was given to him as
53
54 Friendly Point.
the most appropriate for one of a small under­
sized frame, a sharp-featured face, and hair 
and beard of a sandy auburn hue. The 
“ Gunner ” was an extra contribution ex­
planatory of the habit, maintained in spite of 
all difficulties, circumstances, and conditions, of 
wearing a single glass screwed into the right 
eye. It was the one link that bound him to 
the past, the glorious past, which preceded even 
the period prior to his appearance at the Point, 
for he was another of the derelicts that shared 
with the old captain the sheltering haven of 
that out-of-the-world spot. But the captain 
was the first to arrive and the last to leave, 
and he saw, during his stay, the whole of the 
Gunner’s drama played, so far, that is, as the 
Point was concerned in it.
Originally, like many another colonial cast­
away, he had come to Australia with a fine 
but useless education ; a store of cultivated 
tastes ; a bank draft, and a copious supply of 
letters of introduction. Unlike many others, 
he had brought something else, almost un­
known to himself for that matter, in the shape 
of an overweening desire—too innate to be a 
self-recognised factor—to be “in the swim ” 
with whatever big movement was going on. 
Had he known more of this personal trait,
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or stopped to analyse it, he would have found 
that the solid foundation of backbone, which 
must have accompanied it if success were to 
be attained, was not very evident in him. But 
the system of education that he had known did 
not allow for such a frivolous occupation as 
self-analysis ; for all that he had ever been 
taught was to struggle through his classes by 
the aid of cribs and crams, and trust to Pro­
vidence when it came to examination day. It 
was a system that did excellently well in his 
youth, but there was more than a probability 
of its breaking down in the rough and tumble 
of Australian life.
He had presented his letters ; had outraged his 
cultivated palate by trying to substitute colonial 
rum for continental wines ; had proved the 
incapacity of his education on every occasion 
by showing his want of that quality which the 
colonial graphically sums up as “ savee,” and, 
after plunging madly into every form of enter­
prise that he in his innocence or ignorance 
regarded as great, ultimately found himself 
stranded and “ stony broke.” Discouraged 
and disgusted, he had come to the conclusion 
that the maxims acquired during his juvenile 
career were falsities ; that all his accomplish­
ments were vanities, and that to eat, to drink
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and to sleep formed about the sum total of life 
after all.
Leaving the scene of his disasters, friendless 
and alone, he had wandered forth to the west, 
to the far-off back blocks, a land so remote 
from even the crude civilisation of the bush 
township as to have earned the name of the 
“Never Never,” and with his eyeglass as the 
last and only link between him and the days 
of his youth had proceeded to effect that 
easy task of losing himself, and obliterating 
himself, in that unfathomable whirlpool of the 
bush, the floating population. Discarding the 
costume of the civilised century he had 
wandered from station to station clad in the 
conventional moleskins, Crimean shirt, felt hat 
and blucher boots, with his bluey ” on his 
back and his billy ” in his hand. Along 
the solitary bush-tracks he wandered, always 
going west, a swagsman and a sundowner, till 
he struck an outlying shanty where he heard 
that a boundary rider on a neighbouring station 
had been killed and that a new man was 
wanted. Next day he presented himself at the 
manager’s hut and was put on, vice the deceased, 
with a couple of horses, a fortnight’s rations, 
and a hut all to himself seventeen miles away 
from the nearest white neighbour.
Rat the Gunner. 57
The life of a boundary rider is not one of 
intellectual surroundings. Planted away in the 
lonely and oftentimes dreary bush, where the 
eternal reign of scanty foliaged gums represents 
the flora, and the marsupials and snakes the 
fauna—bar the stock ; with a daily ride along 
miles of three-rail fences, varied now and again 
with the duty of repairing a damaged rail or 
fixing a loosened post ; the lapse of time marked 
only by the fortnightly visit of the man with 
the rations and who, by the perversity of things 
in the bush, usually arrives when the occupant 
of the hut is miles away at his work ; with only 
the stock horses for mates and Barret’s twist 
and a pipe for solace, the life is scarcely one 
fitted to suit the tastes of a refined nature. 
And yet, in the great expanse of country lying 
west of the Pacific coast and over the first 
dividing range that runs along like a huge 
billow following the coastal range, as though 
they were both sweeping on to the sea, how few 
men who have been reared to toil are to be 
found in the position, and how many who, on 
leaving their schools, looked through a pleasant 
prospect to a brilliant career in a learned pro­
fession beyond, only to find themselves in later 
years with all the pleasant prospects behind 
them, melted like rain-mists in the sun, and 
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with the care of some miles of boundary fences 
as the one outlet for their carefully-trained 
intellectual capacities. Of a verity, nature 
does its best to drive reason into the human 
brain—but the human brain is very dense 
material.
The Gunner acquired the art of making his 
own bread and baking it in the ashes of his 
fire, albeit the strain cast upon his digestive 
organs by his earliest production of the 
damper ” was almost enough to send him 
after the soul of his predecessor. Tea had 
become his beverage, and he had grown to 
relish the coarse, sugared, milkless fluid as 
he had become used to the changeless diet of 
salt horse,” as the bush vernacular designates 
the brine-soaked beef. And when at the end 
of a year he learned that his cheque was available 
at the head station if he wanted it, and that a 
man would be sent along to take his place if he 
wanted to go on the proverbial and customary 
spree and knock it down in fiery, maddening 
liquor at the nearest shanty, he said he would 
stay where he was for the time being. Tired 
and tried nature had still a lot to do and to 
make up before the balance of his being was 
even, and the real and physical man had grown 
up and the artificial and brain-forced man had
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grown down to the normal level of a human 
creature.
And so another year passed, and the Gunner 
found himself possessed of a cheque for one 
hundred pounds. Then the seed so carefully 
planted in his youth and nursed in his early 
manhood began to flower, and the acquisitive 
instincts of his nature yearned for the acquisi­
tion of that which was lost even as it was in 
process of being acquired. The physical side 
wanted relaxation, and the only relaxation that 
the mental side, acting under its impulse of 
artificial developmental training, could suggest, 
was sensual excitement ; and that, in the bush, 
meant rum.
So he repaired to the shanty where two years 
before he had heard of the boundary-riding 
vacancy, and passed his cheque over the counter 
to liquidate the price of his first nobbier. One 
was enough to rob him of any desire for change, 
to rob him of any desire for anything save rum, 
and the host kept the cheque and a tally of 
supplies till the hundred pounds of the one 
was equal to the hundred pounds of the other, 
and the Gunner, a sodden, maddened, delirious 
wreck, was given a parting glass and told to 
clear. There is no straining of a bush shanty­
keeper’s mercy when a cheque is bottomed.
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The period of recovery from his first spree 
was one of shaky indistinctness to the Gunner. 
From the time that he imbibed his first nobbier, 
to the time when he found himself, weak, 
parched and miserable, on the side of the bush 
track, there was a blank. But the impulse of 
the artificial developmental training was satis­
fied, and wretchedly he wandered back to his 
boundary rider’s hut and relieved his locum 
tenens of his round of monotonous duty.
And so another five years passed, the Gunner 
learning by that most excellent of masters which 
teaches even the foolish to acquire rational 
ideas. He reduced his annual expenditure 
at the shanty to less than half his earnings, 
only spending in the next five sprees the 
amount he had so gloriously knocked down on 
the first occasion. It was a judicious arrange­
ment, but not so entirely 
might at first sight appear, 
on there came to him a 
other scenes than endless, 
and equally uninteresting bushmen. Slowly the 
want of companionship other than that which 
his horses could afford forced itself upon him, 
and when he was possessed of something like 
two hundred pounds the Gunner bethought 
himself of taking to his hut a wife. But the 
well considered as 
As the years passed 
desire to see some 
uninteresting bush
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supply of eligible females was not too large in 
the back-blocks, and many miles of eucalyptus- 
covered country stretched between him and the 
nearest point where a marriageable lady might 
be found.
During one of the visits of the man with the 
rations the Gunner had expressed his intention 
of seeking a mate of the opposite sex, and the 
visitor had named a distant township where 
some months previously he had camped at the 
home of a carrier, who not only possessed a 
small selection, but a marriageable daughter as 
well. Willing to do his quondam friend a 
good turn, he hinted that during his stay he 
had noticed sufficient to convince him that 
the loss of the daughter would not be a loss 
from which the parent could not hope to 
recover, while there might be a possibility, if 
the thing was properly worked, of getting the 
land as well as the girl out of the old man. 
He suggested that the Gunner should pay the 
carrier a visit, too, for he urged there was 
nothing like getting a girl who was used to the 
bush, and here was just the article. Able to 
use an axe, drive or ride—side-saddle or other­
wise, as circumstances required—and one who 
could cook a damper or swear at the bullocks 
with the best of them. Besides, a boundary 
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rider who had a wife would stand a better 
show of getting a billet at the head station, 
especially if the wife could cook and wash for 
the manager’s hut. It was a great idea of the 
Gunner’s, he held, and pressed upon him the 
necessity of carrying out his laudable intention 
with as little delay as possible. He could 
borrow a horse from the manager and ride 
over to the selection, and, if the carrier were 
away, why, he could make himself comfortable 
in the meantime, and “ fix up things with the 
girl.”
“ It sounds good enough,” the Gunner said.
“Good enough? You take your colonial it 
is,” replied the other.
“ Well, perhaps I’ll take a spell and go and 
have a look at it,” the Gunner said in a de­
liberative tone and after some minutes’ silence, 
for lonely residence in the bush is not conducive 
to animated conversation.
“ Look here. Gunner, I’ll tell you what I’ll 
do,” said his companion, who had introduced 
himself as “ Splitter Bill —long surnames are 
weighty articles to carry in the bush, particularly 
with the floating population in the back-blocks ; 
appropriate nicknames are much easier to 
remember, besides being more easily dropped 
when occasion requires, “ I am only at Camoo- 
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wunga as a rouse-about, and Γm about full of 
it, and maybe I’ll be on the wallaby before 
long. Then I’ll go round by Benjy’s place and 
give ’em the tip as you’re coming. That’ll 
square matters up a bit, and clear your ground 
when you come along.”
The Gunner pondered over the problem long 
and deeply, and by the time the next instalment 
of rations arrived he was at his hut. The 
friend of a fortnight ago, however, did not 
appear ; but one of the old hands from the 
station conveyed the tea, sugar, and other 
articles for the boundary rider’s store-room.
“ Splitter Bill off? ” asked the Gunner.
“Yes. He cleared out a week ago ; had a 
row with the boss,” the man replied.
“Well, tell the boss that Γm wanting to go 
away to the township to fix up something,” the 
Gunner said, and when his messenger had de­
parted he sat by his fire and pondered over the 
serious step that he contemplated taking.
Now and then through the clouds of heavy 
tobacco smoke that curled from his pipe there 
came shadowy pictures of the long ago when 
there was so much sunshine and promise in 
life ; when Faith, Hope, and Charity had all 
stood before him, smiling upon him as they 
charmed and cheered him ; but now the drapery 
64 At Friendly Point,
had fallen from their forms, the rosy-tinted flesh 
from their bones, and grinning skeletons were 
all that remained for him of the Trinity of 
Content.
Damn the past, let it rip ! ” he exclaimed, 
as the pictures forced themselves into his mind 
in spite of all that he could do to keep them 
away and fix his attention on the grave step 
he was contemplating. Yet still they came, 
until at last, fearsome of one vision that he 
dared not even name, not even think of in 
so slight a manner as to forbid its coming 
lest that very forbidding might conjure it 
up, he rose from his seat, and, going over 
to the 
night.
Far 
curlew 
there was a chatter and a scratching as an 
opossum scrambled into a convenient tree ; a 
mosquito or two hummed their high-strung 
notes, and the fire on his hearth crackled softly. 
No other sound disturbed the silence of the 
forest ; nothing came to him to distract the 
mind from the pictures of the past ; nothing to 
form a barrier against which the dreaded vision 
might hurl itself in vain : only peace, quiet, 
and solitude, an atmosphere of enchantment for
doorway, looked out upon the silent
off the long wailing note of the bush 
moaned through the gloom ; nearer
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a poet—a home of horror for a lonely, memory- 
stricken failure.
‘‘ And yet she trusted you,” whispered a still 
small voice in the ear of his soul.
It had come in spite of him, the one memory 
that of all others he wanted most to suppress. 
The stars as they blinked upon him were the 
flashes of scorn from shadowy eyes; the misty 
forms of the trees were veiled watchers and 
silent witnesses of his trial ; the wail of the 
curlew was the wail he had heard when he spoke 
cruel words to the girl in those far-off years, 
and shattered a heart whose only fault had been 
to put too great trust in him. Men fly long 
journeys to get ahead of their memories, but 
usually in vain. For years in the Gunner’s 
mind that one had lain dormant until it was 
almost forgotten; but the thinking again of 
thoughts that had come in a happy past, in the 
happy and younger days, had reawakened it, 
and remorse swooped down to taunt and jibe 
his soul with what had been done in those 
bygone years.
He had reasoned it out, he told himself, and 
he knew it had been for the best, for himself 
and for her, that they should part and each one 
go their way. What would have been the 
result of his marrying then, and to a girl whose
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only charm was the pleasure of the hour? It 
would have ruined his prospects, as she would 
have ruined his life, for what was she, a poor 
serving girl, to mate with a man like him ? Of 
course he had promised—men always did— 
but that was no reason to blight his life and 
ruin his prospects too.
And the curlew wailed in the distance and 
recalled his mind again. He had let it roam 
back for too many years in his anger and his 
fear ; he had forgotten his hut and his sphere 
in life, and had only thought of the past.
“ Ruined my prospects and ruined my life— 
and this is what I have done,” and he turned 
again to his lonely fire and sat and mused in 
pain. The bygone years were beyond recall ; 
the bygone deeds must stand ; but that lonely 
night saw a balance struck when the Gunner 
wept for his sin.
IL
Five Mile Creek was so named because it was 
about half an hour’s ride from the Cabbage Tree, 
which was again some two miles on the mail 
road to the west from the township of Gindra, 
and on the other side of the Five Mile Creek 
was the carrier’s selection that Splitter Bill had
Rat the Gunner. 67 
mentioned to the Gunner. It was not a pre­
tentious estate, only a little patch of six hundred 
and forty acres for which the deeds had been 
issued and upon which, by a legal fiction, an 
equal amount to the purchase money was 
currently stated to have been expended in 
“ improvements.” The boundaries were clearly 
shown by a blazed tree at the four respective 
corners of the square, which had been drawn by 
the surveyor when he measured it off, for 
although the land was supposed to run with the 
creek on one side of it—and the creek was a 
crooked and deviating line at the best—a rough 
calculation is always to be made when the sur­
veyor is pressed for time, and a few 'links more 
here or less there have a wonderful effect in 
balancing up the area of an awkward bit of 
country. One of the conditions which had to 
be fulfilled in the way of improvements was 
fencing, and the original selector had met this 
demand bravely by forked stakes and sapling 
rails wherever there was a chance of the 
inspector looking, and by uninterrupted gum­
trees where there was not. Within the angle 
caused by the road and the creek a patch of 
a few acres had been cleared and a slab hut 
erected, an extra allowance of fence being 
made round the home paddock and a slip-rail
68 At Friendly Point, 
constructed where the selection abutted on 
the road.
A few chickens and ducks were resting in the 
shade of the hut ; smoke was curling from the 
square chimney, and a heavy, ugly mongrel was 
stretched out upon the verandah across the door­
way on the morning when the Gunner, swag 
on back, let down the slip-rails in accordance 
with the Splitter’s instructions. He had left 
Camoowunga on foot, for the manager had 
refused to lend him a horse and the Gunner 
had refused to buy one, with the result that 
relations were strained between the master and 
the man, and the Gunner had protested that he 
would, and the manager had protested that he 
should, never be employed on the station again. 
The Splitter’s directions were too plain to be 
mistaken, and the Gunner had started away 
with his blanket and his rations on his back to 
follow the track two miles past the shanty till 
he came to two dead trees on the right-hand 
side and a leaning red gum on the left, when 
he was to look out for a bit of a creek that was 
always dry, about half a mile off the road and 
across a sandy flat where water could be got by 
following it down till he came to a fallen tree 
lying across, under which it was good enough 
to scrape the sand if he wanted water ; thence 
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to follow the creek farther till he came to a 
sandy, pebbly bank, up which he was to go, and 
he would see a dray track going right away. 
That he was not to take, but bear away on a 
line from the bank to a clump of ti-tree that he 
would see a mile or so across the open stretch 
of country, after which he would see the mail 
road on his right, and he could then make for 
it, having thus saved several miles. The road 
would lead him straight to the carrier’s hut ; and 
he might very well camp at the ti-tree clump, 
because he would be only a few miles from the 
hut, at which he could then arrive in the morn­
ing fresh and fit.
The Gunner had followed the directions 
explicitly, even to passing the shanty, a feat he 
was enabled to do the more easily because the 
host was in the bar busy with some other 
victims. At the ti-tree clump he had decided 
to camp for the night.
The mongrel growled and snarled as he came 
up the track from the slip-rails to the door, and 
a shrill soprano from the interior of the hut 
inquired in fervid language what was the cause 
of the agitation. The Gunner stopped as he 
heard it, for it was the first feminine voice he had 
listened to for seven years, and, shrill and hard 
as it was, it thrilled him and made him abashed.
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There was a sound of movement inside the 
hut, and presently at the door there appeared a 
female figure clad in a loose and not over-clean 
cotton gown, gathered in at the waist “like a sack 
of sawdust” as the ladies say of one another, 
with a pair of heavy man’s boots plainly visible 
on the feet, which were some inches from the 
lower hem of the garment. Sleeves rolled up 
to the elbow exposed a pair of red and muscular 
arms, and a frowsy mass of fierce ruddy hair, 
straggly and slatternly, surmounted a face whose 
faint and red eyebrows, small greeny eyes, snub 
nose and coarse mouth did not constitute all 
the requirements of grace and beauty. Still, she 
was a woman, and the Gunner stood abashed.
“Now, what the------ ” began the lady to
her canine retainer ; but catching sight of the 
Gunner as he stood just off the verandah, self- 
conscious and nervous, she broke off, and facing 
him inquired “ wot the ’ell ’ee was after.”
“ Splitter Bill------ ” commenced the Gunner,
feeling anything but comfortable in the presence 
of so much female beauty.
“ Oh, you’re the Gunner, are you ? Well, I 
might have knowed it by the plate-glass front 
of your ’nocular. Yes, he sed you was coming 
down for a spell and maybe you’d look in as 
you was passin’, so just chuck your swag down
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and walk in if you have any fancy for a feed, 
as Γm just about to start on breakfast,” and 
the fiery, keen-tongued creature turned on her 
heel and returned to her culinary duties.
The Gunner stopped a moment to consider.
“ It’s expiation,” he muttered to himself, as 
he threw his swag on to the verandah and 
followed her into the hut.
“ Now, then, look alive and make yourself 
handy. We all does our share here, and you 
may as well begin right off. Chuck them plates 
and pannikins across,” said the lady, as he 
entered the room which opened on to the 
verandah, and which served as kitchen, drawing­
room and dining-room to the inmates.
The Gunner, half in doubt and very much 
in humility, did as he was bidden, for which 
he was rewarded with the information that he 
was not “ a bad sort of brusher, bar the winder 
pane.”
“ Your father is away, I suppose ? ” observed 
the Gunner, as the anticipated appearance of the 
carrier had not been realised.
“ My wot ? ” asked the girl.
“ Your father,” repeated the Gunner. 
“ Splitter Bill said your father lived------ ”
“ Oh, did he ? ” interrupted the girl as she 
turned round from the fire, where she was
ηz At Friendly Point,
standing, and looked steadily at the Gunner 
with her small greeny eyes. Then, as if the 
scrutiny were satisfactory, she added, “ Yes, he 
went away last week for a trip and won’t be 
back for I don’t know when.”
‘‘ And are you all alone here ? ” inquired the 
Gunner.
Ain’t you here, stupid ? ” she replied, with 
an attempt at a snigger.
Yes, but besides me. Isn’t there any one 
else to live in the place with you ” persisted 
the Gunner.
“ And ain’t you enough—you and the winder 
pane ” retorted the girl as she came across 
from the fire and faced her guest, with her 
hands on her hips and her head on one side. 
“ Now, what’s the use of talking rot ? Why 
don’t you deal square, sonny ? Γm on for a 
square deal—there ain’t no fleas on me,” she 
misquoted.
The Gunner looked and was silent. He was 
not prepared for this.
Look ’ere, sonny, fair’s fair. I know what 
you’re after, so what’s the use of wastin’ time. 
You wants a mate and you have come here to 
look for one. You’re not much, but Γm on 
for the billet. There, you can settle right up 
on the nail or you can clear—which is it to be ? ”
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There was no mistake about it, the Splitter 
had kept his word, and everything had been 
made plain for the Gunner, so plain, in fact, 
that in his heart of hearts there was a temporising 
tremor. It was more than sudden to the 
Gunner ; it was astounding.
“ But your father ” he suggested.
‘^Father?” Damn father! wot’s he to me 
or you ? ” said the girl fiercely. Γm over 
twenty-one, and Γm my own boss. SaΓs my 
name—Carroty Sal they calls me at the town­
ship—and this place’s my own. Now, then, 
sonny, what can you chip into the pool ? ”
“ Γve about /^200,” began the Gunner.
“ Well, there y’ are ; now that’s wot I calls 
square,” replied Sal. ‘‘Hand it over, sonny, 
and then you can enter into possession right 
off.”
“ But I don’t want to buy,” protested the 
Gunner.
The girl looked at him with that steady look 
again, and leaning her head forward, said, 
“ Look ere, sonny, none of that sort of jaw. 
You’ve taken me and mine fair and square, 
and I’ll do the same with you ; but no tricks, 
’cos I’m not the girl to stand ’em. There ain’t 
no fleas on me, you take my word.”
“ But------ ” began the Gunner.
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“No, there ain’t no goats here neither, so 
it’s no use buttin’,” interrupted the girl. “ Are 
you square or ain’t you ? ” and she leaned a 
little more towards him with a nasty light in 
her little greeny eyes and a snap of her big 
thick lips.
It flashed through the Gunner’s mind that 
it was seven miles to the township and that 
the woman was the bigger of the two, and 
also that no one else knew that he was in 
the house ; for by following the Splitter’s 
directions implicitly he had barely been on 
the road at all and had met no one on the 
way. It was hurrying up matters a little faster 
than he desired, but after all—it was 
expiation.
“ Where can we get a clergyman ? ” 
inquired.
A loud shriek of harsh laughter greeted 
ears in reply.
“ Get a sky pilot ? Look ere, young fellow 
my lad, none of that rot here. You want a 
mate ; so do I. You’re here and so am I. 
Now then, is it a deal or ain’t it I ”
“ It’s a deal,” said the subdued Gunner—he 
did not like the look in the greeny eyes nor 
the heavy, bare, red arms and so capitulated. 
After all, it was his expiation.
his
he
his
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III.
In later years the Gunner used to look back 
upon his days at the Five Mile Creek with 
something of regret that they had passed away 
so soon, but while they were running their 
early course he often sighed for his lonely 
boundary rider’s hut again. The relations that 
began in so unceremonious a fashion were not 
entirely an unmixed blessing, and domestic 
skirmishes, more or less acute, varied the in­
ternal history of the cottage with many a fiery 
episode. The easy capitulation of the Gunner 
to the demands of his fair companion placed 
him at a disadvantage in her eyes from the 
start, and when he, becoming more accustomed 
to his surroundings as the weeks wore away, 
tried to assert the privilege of his manhood 
and take the lead, he was met with a strong 
and a stubborn resistance. She was her own 
boss, Sal told him, and her own boss she was 
going to be. The Gunner expostulated that if 
any one was going to be the boss it was himself, 
and that as his cash represented the wherewithal 
that the establishment had to subsist upon, for 
a time at all events, it was just as well for 
her to see things as they were. There the 
matter ended for the time, but only to be renewed 
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later on, until the tables were turned in a way 
that neither Sal nor the Gunner anticipated till 
it was all over.
The old weakness to be in ‘‘ something big ” 
began to assert itself in his mind and he con­
ceived the idea of using some of his cash to 
stock the six hundred and forty acres and 
begin, in a small way, of course, to build up 
his fortunes again. Hitherto the stock on 
the place had consisted of ducks and poultry, 
which were sold at odd intervals to the store­
keeper and publican of the neighbouring town­
ship and went to liquidate out-standing accounts 
for tea and sugar or rum—for the Five Mile 
Creek had a mouth on it, as the bushmen 
put it. The Gunner, feeling time hang heavily 
on his hands now that he had no fences to 
ride round and look after, thought that some 
cows would pay well on the selection, as the 
supply of butter in the neighbourhood was 
not very large, while the addition of some pigs 
and some store cattle to run would improve 
matters. He suggested it to Sal.
There was a touch of Hibernian blood in 
her veins and to the suggestion of pigs she 
warmed. But as for the cattle and the dairy­
cows—if he liked to do all the work for the 
latter, well and good, but she would have no
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truck ” with them, and the less said about 
stock the better.
‘^But there’s money in it,” urged the Gunner.
“ Then go and start it on your own land, 
you’re not going to do it on mine,” was the reply.
Argument was of no avail, for Sal was 
determined, and the Gunner had no chance 
against her voluble tongue when it was set 
going with a touch of Irish temper at the back 
of it. She knew that the mail contractor wanted 
to buy the place as a run for his spare horses, 
and she was not going in for any fooling round 
with cattle and dairies. “ What’s the good, 
with the place as good as sold ? ” she asked. 
“ None of that game for me.”
The Gunner was indignant at such a wilful 
ignoring of a chance to do “something big,” 
and said that he was not going to waste his 
time and his money any longer at the Five Mile, 
but would move along.
“Well, clear!” responded his unhandsome 
mate, and the flicker in the greeny eyes boded 
no good for him as matters were going.
Some rum had been bought the day before, 
and its effects were still in the air ; for the 
Gunner had forgotten for the moment that he 
had handed all his cash—an odd collection of 
cheques, notes and orders, which pass muster 
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in the back-blocks where coin is cumbersome 
and travellers do not take kindly to circular 
credit bills—to his companion while he went 
to the town for stores. He went inside to fix 
up his swag, and was looking round for the 
money when Sal came in.
“ So you are going, are you, you rat­
faced----- ” and Sal continued in words of
a less elegant tone. “ Well, get out smart, or 
I’ll break your head.”
“You’ve taken my money,” gasped the 
Gunner, as he realised his loss.
“ Oh, have I i* Well, take it back, sonny,” 
replied Sal, as with arms akimbo she stood a 
yard in front of him and pushed 
head forward.
“Give it up,” he said, with 
mentary term at the end of his
“ What d’yer take me for 
me yesterday, and I ain’t no fool, 
clear, or I’ll smash you up same as I used to 
smash Splitter Bill.”
“ Splitter Bill ! ” exclaimed the Gunner.
“ Yes, Splitter Bill ; 'im as was here before 
you, and who made it up so as you could come 
and get took down and ’im and me go shares 
in the stuff. Now that’s all you’ve got to 
learn, so clear, sharp ! ”
her red-shock
an uncompli- 
sentence.
You gave it
You just
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The Gunner was small, but there was still 
some spirit left in him in spite of colonial rum, 
and the last item of information was somewhat 
too trying for even his subdued mind to stand, 
and the blood flowed more warmly through 
his veins than it had done for many a day.
" You Jezebel ! ” he said, as his little face 
grew hard, and the brows came down as low 
as they could over his glittering eyes.
Sal did not like the look altogether, but she 
was not going to let him see it, so she laughed 
her harsh, loud laugh in his face, and wagged 
her frowsy head at him, as she replied with a 
scornful “ Bah ! ”
“ You Jezebel ! ” he repeated, standing with 
his half-rolled swag at his feet, his hands 
clenched, and his eyes growing brighter every 
moment as his rage increased.
“ Oh, that for your jaw ! ” said Sal, as she 
let out a big red hand and caught the Gunner 
a stinging blow in the face.
It was the injury to the insult that turned 
the scale between the humility of the solitary 
bushman and the scornful rage of the swindled 
man. Sal calculated upon the victory she had 
won when her opponent oflbred no resistance, 
and reasoned, in her blind, ignorant way, that 
once a man went down he was always down.
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There was no allowance for forces in reserve, 
nor for qualities that were withheld from the 
actual conflict of the moment. All she under­
stood was that she had, metaphorically, placed 
her foot upon his neck, and that it would 
remain there just so long as she chose to keep 
it there. She made no allowance for his kick­
ing. When she struck him in the face she 
expected him to cower as his predecessor had 
cowered, and then she could let her rage have 
its fling, and beat and pummel the unresisting, 
cowed animal to her satisfaction. A smashing 
blow between the eyes, that lifted her from 
her feet and made her feel as though she were 
falling into everlasting space before her head 
came in violent and stupefying 
the floor, was the least expected 
that she could conceive of in 
imagination. But the experience
The pale face of the Gunner,
lines and glittering eyes, was the last vision in 
her sight before it was closed out by the thud 
at the back of her head when she struck the 
floor 
dark 
and 
little 
had melted, for no man cares to see a woman 
contact with 
of all events 
her limited 
was salutary, 
with its set
and lay senseless and helpless, with deep, 
shades creeping rapidly round her eyes 
the blood flowing freely from her snub 
nose. With the blow the Gunner’s rage
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go down before his fist. But the provocation 
had been great, and the Gunner had forgotten 
all control over himself under the combined 
influence of the rum, the stolen money, and 
the stinging slap. As she lay on the ground 
his anger vanished, and he felt impelled to 
stoop and try to lift her up, when the more 
brutal side of his nature, stirred by the recent 
events, checked the kindly impulse ; and he was 
standing and looking down upon her with anger 
still in his eyes and cruelty in his face when 
her swelling lids rose slowly as her scattered 
faculties revived.
“ Get up,” he said.
She put her hand to her face where the 
blood was flowing from her nose, and, fearing 
to meet his angry eyes, turned over and hid her 
face on her arms.
“ Get up, I tell you,” he repeated, in a hard, 
strained voice, and he stirred her with his 
foot.
Something like a sob broke in her throat as 
she felt the foot push her, and she scrambled 
up with a lurch and a stumble, saying the while, 
“ All right, mister, don’t ’it me.”
Then she stood before him, dirty, dishevelled, 
bruised and bleeding, and his heart burned 
with mingled pity and contempt. She caught 
6 
82 At Friendly Point.
up a towel from the table at her hand and 
held it to her nose as she stood waiting his 
word and fearful of his blows.
“ Go and wash your face,” he said, as some­
thing of the ridiculous aspect of her attitude 
forced itself through the confused mass of 
feeling that surged in his mind, and he noticed, 
but hardly realised, how she stood waiting his 
orders.
“All right, mister,” she replied, as she turned 
and went out at the back of the house to the 
water-tank and filled a bucket wherewith to 
carry out his commands. For she was subdued. 
Used all her life to the power of blows and 
the force of tongue, she had found it best to 
follow the advice of him who says, “ Thrice 
armed is he who gets his blow in fust.” For 
years it had served her well, and she had 
gained the mastery in many a hard, tough 
struggle by being the first to swear and the 
first to strike ; for she had not met a man before 
who could, when once subdued—as she had 
thought the Gunner had been at their first 
interview—turn and rend her worse than she 
had rent him.
When she saw him grow bitter over the loss 
of his money she had adopted her usual practice 
of throwing in his teeth the scheme that had
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worked so well, and had clinched the argument 
by the blow. She was not prepared to receive 
it back again, and the experience was one that 
entirely reversed all her preconceived ideas. A 
woman, whatever she is, always understands her 
own arguments the best, and the Gunner, in 
using the means that she alone respected as a 
means of persuading others, had unconsciously 
learned the secret of domestic greatness, the 
power of control. For Sal fell down his victor 
to rise his slave.
She could have left him where he was, or 
returned, and with the first handy weapon 
renewed the attack and perhaps defeated him ; 
only the woman part of her could not under­
stand a second struggle now that she was beaten. 
She bathed her face as he had bidden, and 
when the nose had ceased to bleed she went 
back to him again as the hound creeps back 
to the hand that holds the lash, obedient to the 
instinctive reverence for control. She found 
him leaning against the front doorpost with his 
pipe in his mouth and his swag rolled up at 
his feet.
Give me that money,” he said, as she came 
up to him.
You’re not going, are you, mister ? ” she 
asked quietly.
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“ Give me that money,” he repeated in a 
louder and more angry tone.
She silently turned and left him to get the 
money she had hidden away, and for the first 
time in her life obeyed, and found a rare and 
previously unknown pleasure in obeying the 
man who had beaten her. She had had a long 
run off the chain, but now that it was around 
her it did not gall. Love is the hereditary and 
unquenchable portion of humanity, however 
varied its phases and however disguised its 
presence. What is one man’s meat is another 
man’s poison, and what makes one woman hate 
makes another love.
Sal came back to her master with the money 
and a folded sheet of parchment in her hands.
“ ’Ere’s the money, mister,” she said, as 
she offered it to him, “ and ’ere’s the deeds ; 
for I said Γd deal square with you when you 
come first and when you said you took me 
and mine. ’Ere’s the deeds, so I’ve played 
square, as I said I would.”
The Gunner looked at her in surprise. But 
it was not the purpling rings round the small 
greeny eyes that robbed them of their nasty 
gleam nor the swollen lids that made them 
droop before his.
“ Take ’em ; they’re all yours,” she said,
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seeing that he hesitated, and a half-choked sob 
caught her breath.
“ I don’t want your deeds,” he answered 
gruffly.
They’re all right,” she said quickly, as she 
thought that perhaps he suspected her. See, 
there’s the name all right—John Tighe, the 
cove that took the land up and left ’em with me 
when he went away seven years ago,” and she 
opened out the parchment for his inspection.
‘^That’s no good without a transfer, you 
fool,” he said.
“ Tighe said it was all square, mister. He 
left to go droving and got killed while away, 
so I heard, and before he left he said, ‘ ’Ere’s 
the deeds, Sal, and if I don’t come back you 
can do as you like with them and the land.’ 
They’re good enough, mister,” she protested.
The Gunner was neither an angel nor a 
saint, and the thought flashed through his 
mind that as his own name was unknown, that 
of John Tighe might serve him very well, 
especially if it meant the gaining of a six hun­
dred and forty-acre selection. He took the 
parchment and looked at it.
“ That’s right, mister, and now—say—don’t 
you clear,” said Sal as she caught a corner of 
her dress in her hands and toyed with it.
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He folded the deed up and offered it back 
to her.
“No, I don’t want it no more. You’ve 
took it and it’s yours—and, mister, if you don’t 
clear I’ll go to a parson with you,” Sal went on 
as she edged towards him.
“ Till Splitter Bill comes back, I suppose,” 
he answered scornfully.
Look ’ere, mister, s’elp me, if he comes 
back I’ll bash his face in, that I will,” she 
protested eagerly. “ Splitter Bill ain’t nothing 
but a loafing dead beat ; he ain’t like you.”
“ You can keep that for the next new chum 
fool that comes along,” the Gunner answered 
as he stuffed the money into his shirt and 
slung his swag from the ground over his 
shoulders.
Ah, you won’t clear ? ” exclaimed Sal as 
she caught his arm.
“Leave go,” he said, and roughly pushed 
her back against the wall as he turned to 
depart.
“ Don’t leave me, mister,” she cried, as she 
fell on her knees and threw her arms around 
him. “ Look, Γm a bad lot, but God love 
you, I’d die for you if you’d let me. Look, 
mister, ’ere’s the deeds ; take the land and run 
the cows and I’ll work as hard as never was
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and go with you to the parson, if you’ll only stay. 
Give a poor devil a show, mister, won’t you ? ” 
The Gunner turned with a clenched fist to 
strike her off, but the look in the greeny eyes 
stayed his hand. She saw the coming blow and 
raised her face for it, looking at him the while 
with a great wealth of light and love in those 
ugly, little blinking orbs, darkened and bruised 
by his fist. A moment the Gunner stood, and 
a memory came again to him of a woman who 
knelt so, long years ago—the woman for whom 
he had wept by his lonely fire. Did the eyes 
of the dead look out from the head of the 
woman at his feet, or why did his heart so 
wildly start as he saw the teardrops fleet
“ You won’t clear, mister i* ” Sal whispered 
hoarsely through her broken sobs.
“ No, I won’t clear, Sal,” he answered, as he 
looked at her in a dimly wondering way.
IV.
Old Job Smith of Gindra Station, the local 
Justice of the Peace, authorised to consent to 
the marriage of minors and to celebrate the 
ceremony of matrimony between parties when 
the necessary minister of religion was not avail­
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able—for parsons are rare in the back blocks 
of the “Never Never,” where the sphere of 
operations is white and uninteresting compared 
with the black brethren of the heathen isles, 
and therefore beneath the notice of those great 
missionary societies who prefer, for conversion, 
white souls in black flesh to black souls in 
white flesh—had just returned from attending 
court in the neighbouring township, where the 
solitary constable had reported a clean sheet, 
when a rickety spring cart with a man and a 
woman inside drove up to the station.
“ Hullo, Sal, we haven’t seen you for some 
time. What’s up now” he called out as he 
recognised one of the occupants.
“ We’ve come to get married, your worshup, 
as there ain’t no parson in the town,” replied 
Sal as she descended from the cart.
“ Why, what has come over you ? ” inquired 
the magistrate, by whom Sal had so often been 
sent up to the diminutive lock-up of the town 
as an incorrigibly bad lot.
“ Well, you see, your worshup,” said Sal, 
carefully putting in the title that she used so 
pathetically in the wilder days when she begged 
for another chance, “ we’re goin’ to set up a 
dairy at the Five Mile and settle down quiet 
and steady-like.”
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“ Has the Salvation Army reformed you ? ” 
inquired the magistrate ; for if parsons could 
not penetrate so far into the West, some of the 
Booth Brigade had passed through in flying 
column and preached their crude but telling 
doctrines.
“ No, your worshup. You see that ain’t the 
sort of thing for a woman like me, no more 
than your fourteen days’ hard. What we wants 
is whackin’, and this cove ere—well, he walloped 
me, and now we’re goin’ to get fixed up proper.”
“ Well, well, if that’s it, come along. I only 
hope that you will keep on the same track,” 
he said, and he led the way into his office.
Now then, young fellow, what’s your name ? ” 
John Tighe,” interposed Sal quickly.
“ What ! the man that took up the Five 
Mile Why, I thought he was killed seven 
years ago,” said the magistrate, looking hard at 
the Gunner.
“ So did I, your worshup, but you see he 
wasn’t ; and when he turned up—well, then 
you see I got it here,” and she pointed to her 
eyes which still bore the marks of the Gunner’s 
fist. “ So then we thought it best to get fixed 
up proper,” she added.
‘‘And where have you been all this time ? ” 
inquired the magistrate of the Gunner.
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“ Boundary riding the other side of Camoo- 
wunga,” he replied.
“ And where did you raise that glass ? ” 
continued the magistrate, scrutinising the 
Gunner closely.
“ He got his eye hurted, and when he left 
the horspital the doctor told him that if he 
wore it always it might get all right again,” 
said the ready-witted Sal.
“Well, if you’re going to get married it’s 
no use wasting time,” said the magistrate, who, 
never having seen the original Tighe, had no 
suspicions as to the identity of the Gunner. 
It was also a very good opportunity to get the 
rowdy character of the district placed under 
some sort of control, and if a man liked to 
take that responsibility on his shoulders it 
was not part of the magisterial duties to warn 
him. So the Gunner signed a name to the 
register that gave him a wife, an estate, and 
a new identity at one and the same time— 
and all by a stroke of the pen.
“ How many cattle have you got i* ” inquired 
the magistrate, when the brief ceremony was over.
“We ain’t got none yet, but he brought 
h0mejf200 and is going to buy some,” answered 
Sal.
“Well, Γm glad you’ve turned to reason
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at last, Sal ; and if you come over to-morrow,” 
he said, turning to the Gunner, “ I’ll have ten 
cows in calf drafted in for you. That will 
start your dairy and be a wedding present to 
you too.”
“Thank you, Mister Smith,—I beg your 
pardon, your worshup, I mean,” said Sal. 
“ You never was hard on no one, not even on 
me when you gave me them fourteen days’ 
hard so often.”
The next day the Gunner came along for 
his cows, and drove them back to the Five 
Mile as a start in the stocking of his run and 
the building up of the “ big thing ” in the 
way of dairy farming that he had dreamed of.
With the cattle on the place there was a 
lot of work to be done in completing the 
fencing improvement which the original selector 
had left undone, and the Gunner found that 
there was still some energy left in him now 
that he had a home and a wife of his own. 
And for a time, at all events, Sal proved a 
useful helpmate to him, and the Five Mile 
was a comparatively happy home as bush 
homes go. He worked with a will, and in 
a few months’ time the selection was something 
more than a patch of unimproved bush. True, 
the fences were not split railers, but they kept 
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the cattle in ; and an old saddle and bridle 
that he picked up cheap, with a horse as well, 
enabled him to keep a good look-out for 
breaks and learn the value of his property. 
The mail contractor, seeing that there was some 
life at the place, offered to take any spare feed 
he might have, and the Gunner had a pumpkin 
and a lucerne patch started about the time 
that his son and heir was born.
It was a small creature, with the face of its 
father and the ruddy hair of its mother, and 
as it grew up wiry and small, the features grew 
more like the father’s and the hair more 
frowzy and like the mother’s every day. 
Magistrates did not go in for christening, so 
the infant was only registered as John Tighe, 
but was known to his parents as the Rat, and 
to chance visitors as Rat Junior, in distinc­
tion from Rat the Gunner.
For some years things continued to go 
fairly well, occasional supplies of rum producing 
the consequent broils and squabbles between 
Sal and her husband, but never to so great 
a degree as to leave her the master of the 
situation. The knock-down 
too well remembered for that, 
on the selection the Gunner 
returned with a cheque that 
blow was still 
In slack times 
went afield and 
kept the com-
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missariat in a healthful state while the cows 
were off the milk, or the butter and poultry 
trade was dull.
Splitter Bill turned up once when the Gunner 
was away going the round of his fences, but 
Sal was as good as her word, and he left a 
sadder and a sorer man than he arrived. At 
the township he heard of the reported return 
of Tighe, and the marriage of Sal, and, keeping 
his own counsel, he mused upon the possibility of 
the Gunner having been a smarter man than he 
anticipated—for he knew the secret of Tighe.
Then he went on the spree, and by the time 
that he recovered he found himself miles away 
on the road to the east and his scheme of 
revenge on Sal only smouldering in his mind.
Civilisation was progressing apace away to 
the east on the coastal range, and already the 
locomotive had supplanted the bullocks for 
two hundred miles from the coast, and was still 
pushing farther into the sparsely-populated 
interior. As Splitter Bill walked along the track 
that did duty for a road in the back blocks, 
“ humping his drum,” as the term goes, and 
looking for work, he noticed that the road 
had more signs of traffic on it than it had when 
he passed over it before. And as he travelled 
farther east he came upon a settlement and
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a township where formerly there had only been 
a wayside shanty. The railway was coming, 
and away some fifty miles beyond the township 
there was the outlying navvies’ camp, moving 
month by month nearer the silent forests of 
the west, and changing in a day the wayside 
shanty to a township and the barren bush into 
a settlement, as selectors came out from the 
population of the east to be ready when the 
main camp arrived, and prices boomed with 
the army of navvies to be fed and wages, on 
the line, at top rates. There was plenty of 
work there, and good pay, too, if he wanted 
it, he was informed ; and the Splitter, wanting 
both, pressed on to the camp of the advance 
gang. Professions are easily changed in the 
Never Never, as easily as names, and the 
Splitter, who had earned his name by his prowess 
with the axe, was not averse to leave sundowning 
and the uncongenial occupation of a rouse-about 
for a return to his first love, especially at a 
navvies’ camp, where there was a chance every 
Sunday of drinking the earnings of the previous 
week, and of getting up a thirst in the 
following week while making the wherewithal 
to slack it in the meantime.
As he approached the vicinity of the line he 
found the country still changing from untamed
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bush to cleared land, and the selectors’ cottages 
sprinkled the wilderness in what to him was 
wild profusion. A house a mile is close settle­
ment to one who is used to going one hundred 
miles and only meeting a stray tent or an out­
lying station hut now and again. At last he 
heard the ring of the axe through the trees and 
soon he caught a glimpse of the canvas town 
that marked the advance guard of the army of 
railroad makers ; the army that marches through 
the wilderness, spreading riot and revelry on 
its way; whose path is marked by empty tins 
and broken bottles clustering in small “ kitchen­
middens ” round the rotting stakes that were 
left when the canvas of the tents was stripped 
off and carried farther afield as the camp made 
a general move ; the army that goes forth to 
subdue and carry the light of civilisation, the 
smoke and the rattle of the railway, into the 
haunts of solitude, and drive the timid kangaroo 
and the forlorn emu from their home still 
farther into the Never Never of the West ; the 
army that brings wealth and commerce as its 
camp followers ; that makes a town to-day and 
destroys one to-morrow as it rolls its huge, 
sinuous form along ; the army that loads up the 
national debt of Australia, as it squanders its 
earnings on the rum bottle and the euchre pack.
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and returns, disbanded and broken, when the 
work is done, back upon the towns and cities 
that it helped to make—to live an Ishmael and 
a loafer till it dies, or the Government renews 
its feverish expenditure upon “ remunerative 
public works.”
There was no chance of employment in the 
advance gang, and the Splitter was sent farther 
on where the boss ganger conducted his opera­
tions and guided the scheme of attack. Thence 
he was passed on to a sub-ganger who was in 
want of a hand or so.
The Splitter plodded on till he struck the 
next camp. He struck it during “ smoke-oh,” 
that institution which the bush navvy holds 
sacred to the service of the revenue by the con­
sumption of tobacco—in his employer’s time— 
and demands and obtains a cessation of all other 
labour in order to enjoy the luxury the more.
He was pointed out a thick-set, iron-grey 
bearded man as the boss.
Approaching him, the face and form became 
familiar, and as he came alongside the man he 
said in a subdued voice, Hullo, Tighe, I 
thought you was killed.”
The man leaped to his feet with a gleam in 
the eyes and a clench of his fists.
‘‘Who the------ ” he began.
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All right, boss, Γm fly,” replied the Splitter ; 
but you haven’t forgotten the Five Mile and 
Splitter Bill, have you ”
“ Well, bli’me ! ” exclaimedthe other. “ What’s 
your little game ? ”
I wants a job and they sent me back along 
here to you from the gangers’ camp beyond,” 
replied the Splitter.
“ Right you are. Bill ; but it’s Hatter Jack ’ 
here ; and just stow that Five-Mile talk, will 
you.? ” said the sub-ganger.
‘‘ P’r’aps you’d change your mind if you 
knowed all I knows, but it’s all square, mate ; 
we’ll keep the yarn for another spell,” replied 
the Splitter, as his mind worked round to his 
scheme of revenge that was working out so 
well with the help of the devil and chance.
V.
Rat Junior was getting on for seven when 
the scene of his existence changed. His mother, 
whose education had been neglected in her 
girlhood, wanted her son to know something 
more than how to ride any horse that he came 
across, barebacked or otherwise, so she proposed 
to the Gunner that he should be sent away to 
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the big town on the coast, where she had a 
brother who would take care of the youth and 
take up the parental duty of castigation. There 
was a state school in the neighbouring township, 
but it was several miles off, and although Rat 
Junior was despatched every morning and 
returned every evening of the days on which 
the school was open, the teacher’s record showed 
a very irregular attendance against his name. 
A sporting selector, who was training a horse 
for the local “ cup,” could have shown a better 
record for him. The Gunner’s tobacco used to 
go pretty soon, and the offspring had already 
acquired a taste for rum, but for any work 
outside of the horses he defied his parents’ 
control. Sal reckoned her brother would “ give 
him rats ” if he had him for a time, and as the 
mail contractor was starting on a journey to the 
coast about his contract it was a good oppor­
tunity to send the encumbrance on his career.
The approach of the railway was demoralis­
ing the contractor’s business, and he would 
soon have to shift his head-quarters farther 
away from the east, and the Five Mile, which 
he had thought of buying some years before, 
was now more and more to his liking ; so to 
get on the best of terms with the owners he 
agreed to take charge of the Rat and hand him
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over to his uncle in the town on the coast. 
There had been a serious protest on the part 
of the youth till he learned that the uncle to 
whom he was to be consigned was mixed up in 
one of the big training stables, and then he had 
given way, but not so rapidly as to allow his 
lawful guardians to discover that he knew more 
than they did of how he was going out of the 
frying-pan into the fire of turf existence.
When the contractor came back from his 
trip and reported progress at the Five Mile, he 
explained that his altered mail route necessitated 
his shifting camp, and then made a straight-out 
offer for the selection as it stood.
Sal looked at the Gunner and the Gunner 
looked at Sal.
It’s a six-hundred-and-forty block, ain’t 
it ? ” inquired the contractor.
‘^Yes, and improved and stocked,” replied 
the Gunner.
Title good ? ” he asked, and in answer the 
Gunner produced the deeds.
Well, what do you say to ^^500.^” he 
asked. “ You think it over. I’ll be back 
again in a fortnight and then I’ll take your 
answer ; or if you decide in the meantime, give 
the mailman a note as he passes, and then, if 
you’ll sell, why, Γll bring the stuff along with
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me when I return, for I always like to settle 
these matters prompt.”
After he had gone the Gunner and his wife 
debated the matter long and carefully. Sal 
suggested that they might go along to the big 
township on the coast and start a business there 
—perhaps something in the pub ” line ; she 
was sure it would pay better than the selection, 
and besides, she was ‘^full up of the bush.” 
The Gunner was not altogether opposed to the 
idea, for he never felt sure, when he thought 
about it, of his safety under the assumed name 
of Tighe. People have such a nasty knack of 
turning up where property is concerned, and 
especially when another man has jumped it. 
And thus it was that when the mailman next 
passed he was stopped and a letter given him 
for his employer, by which the Gunner agreed 
to take the ^500 for the Five Mile. A fort­
night from the offer being made the contractor 
reappeared, and the Gunner, having signed the 
transfer and affixed for the second time his 
fictitious signature to a legal document, the 
money was paid over and the Five Mile 
changed hands. The contractor would not be 
able to take charge for another two weeks, and 
so Sal and the Gunner were left in possession 
for that time so as not to hurry their moving.
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The following day as they sat at their 
evening meal their conversation was disturbed 
by a heavy footfall on the verandah, and before 
the Gunner could rise to see who the intruder 
was, a thick-set, iron-grey bearded man walked 
into the room.
“So you’ve kept the place neat and tidy, 
Sal,” he said unceremoniously.
Sal sat back in her chair with open mouth, 
and staring eyes fixed on the newcomer’s face, 
and the Gunner looked from one to the other 
amazed.
“ You don’t seem pleased to see your long- 
lost husband back again, my girl ; and who 
might this chap be ? ” he continued, turning 
to the Gunner, and indicating him with a nod 
of the head.
“ It’s who are you, I think,” said the Gunner, 
rising to his feet and facing the bigger man. 
“ We don’t want none of your sort round here, 
so you can make tracks as soon as you like.”
‘‘Oh, can I ? ” replied the other. “Well, 
you see, as I owns this place and this ere 
woman as well, I reckon that if any one’s got 
to make tracks it⅛ you ; so get ! ”
The Gunner stood staring with an unpleasant 
suspicion in his brain.
“ D’ye hear ? ” went on the man, with a 
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bullying ring in his voice. “ You geζ or by 
thunder, I’ll put you out, sure’s my name’s 
John Tighe.”
‘‘ And I thought you was dead,” broke in 
Sal. “ Oh, why did you come back, you lying, 
treacherous devil ? ”
“ None of that, Sal, if you please,” said the 
newcomer, with a long drawl on the you.
The Gunner felt that the occasion demanded 
prompt and decisive action, and seizing a toma­
hawk which lay on the wood heap near the 
fire, he said,—
“We don’t want none of that bluff here. 
Γm John Tighe, if you wants to know, so you 
clear out, or I’ll brain you.”
The stranger’s right hand went into his 
pocket and came out again with a revolver, 
which was immediately levelled at the Gunner’s 
head.
“You’re pretty fly, young fellow, but not 
quite fly enough for me. You see, I knows 
all about your little game, and the put-up job 
with Sal here to work on my claim because 
you thought I was too deep in the mud to get 
clear again. But you see I was not, and now 
that you’ve improved the place a bit and fixed 
it up with cattle, why, I won’t charge you no 
rent for the past ; but you’ll have to clear, and
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that sharp—unless you want to explain to the 
court how you came to marry a married woman 
in her husband’s name.”
The odds were against the Gunner, for the 
revolver was a nasty thing to face ; but he 
was not going to give in all at once, especially 
as he saw that Sal, who had slipped behind the 
newcomer, had vanished through the 
He chanced that she was going to 
by him.
“ That isn’t like sticking up a man 
own house—like a bushranger. Hanging’s the 
price of that job,” he said, with a well-simulated 
coolness. ‘‘ If I ain’t John Tighe, perhaps you’ll 
tell me who I am.”
“Well, I’ll do that,” replied the other. 
“ You’re the Gunner, who was boundary riding 
on Cam∞wunga for seven years, and who came 
the devil knows from where save that you was 
a Heaton boy—whatever that may be—and had 
dropped your dibs when you was a new chum 
on the coast. Oh, I knows all aboutyou'"
“ More than I knows myself, like enough,” 
said the Gunner, who was wondering what Sal 
was after. “ P’raps you’ve got some more
“ P’r’aps I have and p’r’aps I hav’n’t. Any­
way, I ain’t going to waste no time on you now.
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so if you don’t clear, Γll shoot,” and he took 
a careful aim at the Gunner’s head.
There was a crash in the doorway as a billet 
of wood hit the post and spun on to the floor 
at the stranger’s feet. He turned, taken un­
awares, to see what it meant—and lost his 
advantage. Dropping the tomahawk the Gunner 
sprang at him, and with one hand at his throat 
seized the hand that held the revolver with 
the other, and tried to force it up. But the 
stranger was the stronger man, and with his 
left arm he tried to push the Gunner back from 
his hold, while at the same time attempting to 
bring the barrel of the revolver sufficiently 
down to cover some part of his antagonist. 
For a moment both men stood locked in their 
own strength, each one striving to beat back 
the other’s power and gain his own end, with 
every muscle rigid and every nerve strained. 
It was a question of weight and strength, and 
as such must have gone to the bigger man 
but that he was fighting two to one. Sal 
darted into the room, and, seizing the toma­
hawk the Gunner had dropped, rushed at his 
opponent with murder in her eyes. He saw 
his danger, and putting all his strength into the 
effort, strove to force himself free from the 
Gunner’s grip. They swayed and half turned
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round, when Sal, maddened with hate for the 
man who had deserted her years before and 
who had always been the evil influence in her 
life, hurled the tomahawk in his face. The 
keen edge struck him, and he fell backwards 
before the Gunner’s weight. The blow was 
not enough to kill at once, and in the first 
shock his muscles stiffened and his hands 
clenched, and the finger that was on the trigger 
pressed as he fell. The revolver went oJff over 
the Gunner’s shoulder, and Sal, who was stand­
ing just behind, received the bullet through her 
heart.
The report of the shot, the smoke, and the 
sudden end of the struggle, left the Gunner 
dazed for a moment ; then, as he saw the 
convulsing form of the man at his feet, and the 
red stain on the bosom of the woman’s dress 
as she lay still and breathless where she fell, 
the full meaning of the tragedy burst upon him. 
Cowed and horror-stricken he looked from one 
to the other, his muscles quivering, and his 
sinews all unstrung. Horror seized upon his 
mind, terror on his brain, and he rushed from 
the room, a ghastly, anguish-stricken man. At 
the slip-rails he stopped. To leave them where 
they were, and how they were, would be 
discovery, and in his fright he only thought
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that if they were found and he caught he 
would be hanged. Blind unreasoning fear took 
entire possession of him for the time, and he 
stood in the quiet still night paralysed and 
helpless. Then he thought that perhaps they 
were not dead, and he looked towards the door 
through which the light of the lamp was stream­
ing. He must go back and see, and, nerving 
himself, he walked up the track that he did not 
remember coming down. At the door he 
stopped again. The two lay as they fell, silent 
and still. He entered the room, and his foot­
falls sounded in his ears as a knell that made 
him start and stare with wide, gaping eyes. 
Nothing moved but himself. He walked 
round Tighe with averted face and stooped 
over Sal. The little greeny eyes were open, 
staring at the ceiling with a hideous expression 
of hate and rage, and the mouth yawned open, 
expressionless and limp. He started back from 
the eyes and covered his own to shut out the 
sight that made him choke and gasp.
Dead ! God ! Both dead ! ” he thought, 
but his parched throat only gurgled out inarti­
culate sounds that added fresh terror to his 
mind. Then the instinct of Cain came to him 
to fly and hide the silent witnesses before him. 
The purchase money of the selection flashed
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into his mind, and he turned to 
and stuffed it into his shirt. In 
saw his hat, which he jammed on 
Then a blanket was torn from the bed and 
rolled into a swag. The occupation of his 
hand momentarily eased his brain, and he re­
membered that he must have food as well to last 
him in his flight. The swag was unrolled and 
some tea, flour, and sugar was put inside, and 
then, swinging it on to his back, he stepped again 
into the kitchen where the dead lay. On the 
table stood the kerosene lamp and the remains 
of the meal that had been interrupted. The 
broken meat was stuffed into the swag and he 
turned to fly. Fastening the front door he 
took the lamp from the table, and dashing it on 
the wood-heap by the fire, rushed wildly through 
the back door, which he closed and locked 
behind him. As he turned away he saw the 
glare of a blaze underneath the door, and heard 
the crackle of the lighting wood. Then he 
plunged madly forward through the bush.
VI.
Back’us had been enjoying the proceeds of his 
fishing in town, and having spent his all in 
helping to increase the revenue, had been taken 
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in charge and afforded a week’s free quarters 
at the expense of a paternal Government in 
order that he might recover his wonted energies 
in the peaceful seclusion of a prison yard and 
prepare himself for another long period of work, 
pending the resuscitation of his funds. He had 
completed his “ time,” and had wandered along 
the river bank till he came to a shady and in­
viting spot where he had sat him down to muse 
upon the vicissitudes of Fate and the chances of 
a boat coming up from the Point. He was 
lonely and he was hungry, and had penetrated 
deeply into a remorseful reverie when he was 
startled by a voice at his elbow saying,—
“ Got a light, mate ? ”
All that Back’us had was a match and an 
empty pipe, so he replied, “Yes, but I ain’t got 
no baccy.”
“ ’Ere’s a fill,” said his companion, offering a 
bit of twist.
“Thank ye, mate, don’t mind if I do,” 
responded Back’us, taking the proffered luxury 
and feeling already as if a load of care had been 
lifted from his shoulders.
“ On the wallaby” he asked, when the 
pipes were started going and he had time 
to observe the travel-stained appearance of 
his companion, whose blue blanket, swag, and
Rat the Gunner, 109 
well-smoked billy proclaimed him a travelling 
bushman.
The other said he had been, but had come 
down for a spell. He had not seen the sea for 
a dozen years or more, and thought he would 
like to have a look at it again “ before he 
petered out.” Perhaps his new friend could 
put him on to a camp where he would be able 
to see it.
‘‘ Well, I can just about do that,” replied the 
now peacefully-contented Back’us. ‘‘ I live 
alongside it myself, and if you’ve a mind, why, 
you can chip in with me.”
“ Square ? ” asked the other.
‘^Well, we ain’t bloomin’pirates,” answered 
Back’us. You see, it’s this way,” and he pro­
ceeded to explain all about the Point and its 
inhabitants.
“ And no one never goes there ? ” the other 
asked with a strange anxiety in his eyes.
“ Oh, that’s all right, mate. We all ’as our 
little perkidoolies, and no one ’umps another’s 
swag nor ’awks stale fish down there,” replied 
Back’us.
‘‘That’s me. That’s the place I wants to 
strike—where I can have a spell like,” the other 
said evasively.
“ Well, there’s the bloomin’ ship a-comin’,” 
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said Back’us, as he pointed to the well-known 
sail coming round a turn in the river.
My eyes is a bit bad,” said the other, as he 
stuck a glass in one of them.
Ullo, mate, you are a bloomin’ tofF/’ re­
marked Back’us. You are as bad a one-eyed 
’oss—what we calls a Gunner.”
His companion shivered, but Back’us was too 
intent in watching the boat to notice it.
“Have a wet before we go ? ” he asked, in 
order to turn the conversation from one-eyed 
creatures.
Back’us looked round.
“ Well, yer see, Γd like it,” he said, “ but just 
now—well, you know, no offence, mate, but if 
yer care to take a little down with yer—if it’s 
all the same.”
" It’s all one to me,” he replied. “ But I 
don’t know this township, so maybe you would 
not mind getting it.”
“Right y’ are, just ’and us the dollars and 
Γm all there,” ejaculated the willing Back’us.
A one-pound note passed hands.
“ Will it go round .? ” he asked.
“ Go round ? wot, round our crowd Why, 
it’ll put us all on the ran-tan fer a week and 
be the best go-in we’ve ’ad f⅛r years,” replied 
Back’us, his eyes ablaze with expectation.
Rat the Gunner. I I I
" Then that’s all right, it’ll pay the footing,” 
said the other.
Back’us, telling him to stay where he was, 
promptly disappeared with the note. Seems a 
bit queer,” he thought to himself as he went 
along towards the town. “ Well, make ’ay 
while the sun shines, says I, and ’ere’s a throw 
in straight.”
The note was not expended entirely on rum, 
although the keg which Back’us carried with 
him when he rejoined his companion on the 
river-bank was fairly large, and the contents 
effectually stopped all fishing enterprise at the 
Point for a week after its arrival. There was 
a store of tobacco packed away in the various 
pockets of the Back’us raiment, and other 
little etceteras which would come in handy, 
besides a few loose coins that would do as a 
stand-by after the week’s ran-tan that Back’us 
conceived would be the result of the extended 
potations.
“ I seed the boys and they’ll pick us up 
’ere,” he told his companion whom he found 
sitting on his swag and smoking. “ Well, 
if ’e don’t arsk for ’is change it shows ’e don’t 
want none,” mused the wily cockney to himself, 
as he also sat down to await the coming of 
the boat.
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When it came the keg was carefully handed 
in, and the swag, and then Back’us turned, 
and taking off his hat with one hand and 
scraping what he considered to be a graceful 
bow, remarked, “ Gents—our noo mate ; our 
noo mate—gents. This ere’s Fernandey, that 
there’s Isters, meselfs Backu’s. Gents—the 
Gunner.”
“ Get aboard. Gunner, if you’re going to 
join us,” said the gentleman designated as 
Isters—the Point pronunciation of oysters, a 
staple of illicit trade with the individual who 
was named accordingly.
But the Gunner shuddered as he stepped 
into the boat and found that the name he had 
thought was left five hundred miles away 
met him face to face in his new sphere.
When the boat reached the sandy shore 
the residents at once spotted ” the new chum 
and crowded down to the beach to see who 
and what he was. But the appearance of the 
rum keg and the information delivered by 
Back’us, This ere gent wot’s named the 
Gunner arsksthe camp to meet ’im in a friendly 
pannikin,” softened the usually conservative 
feeling with which the habitues of the Point 
greeted a new recruit to the quaint, out-of-the- 
world community. So the Gunner was made
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free of the place at his first appearance, and 
was accommodated by the gentle Back’us with 
a bunk in his hut—an arrangement that proved 
extremely convenient to the host as regards 
tobacco and other supplies, for the Gunner 
had still the bulk of the Five Mile purchase 
money in his possession and lived in more 
style than the rum-absorbing Back’us had been 
accustomed to for years.
From boundary riding to fishing by way 
of dairy farming is a pleasant change, and 
the Gunner soon became conversant with all 
the peculiarities of the local fish supply and 
villainy of the consumer “ up the river,” who 
always wanted fish for nothing and made the 
periodical sprees so hard to obtain.
Months passed on peacefully and fairly 
happily for the Gunner, until the second 
anniversary of his arrival at the Point had been 
celebrated and he bethought him of paying a 
visit to the town, for since landing he had never 
once stirred away from the little camp across 
the bay. The boat was taking a trip up, and 
the Gunner said he would go too. During the 
lapse of time from the night when he had left 
the Five Mile he had thought long and often 
upon the occurrence that had sent him out 
into the world, and as time passed he began 
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to see that he was scarcely responsible for the 
tragedy. He had never heard of it from any­
where, and it gradually dawned upon him that 
if the hut were burned down the remains of 
the two that he had left there would be found 
and regarded as those of himself and Sal. 
Then if it were recorded that John Tighe and 
his wife were burned to death in their hut the 
truth would be stated, and he divorced effectu­
ally from the name that he had taken under 
such strange circumstances. So he reasoned 
that there could be no fear for him now.
As he did not read the daily papers at the 
Point he was not aware that the story of the 
Five Mile had been a nine days’ wonder with 
the world at large. He did not know that 
Splitter Bill had followed his mate Tighe on 
that eventful night, and that seeing the blaze 
of the hut as it burned had rushed up to the 
front door and burst it in in time to see the 
two bodies lying amidst the flames. Nor did 
he know the sequel to the story. For Splitter 
Bill, having seen the bodies and recognised them, 
had searched round for the Gunner, but had 
only found his track leading through the bush 
at the back of the hut. Being cheated of his 
revenge on Sal, he had tried to turn it on the 
man who was to have been his victim. He 
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made his way to the township and reported 
that the Gunner had murdered Sal and set fire 
to the hut over her head. But the bearer of 
evil tales does not always reap benefits, and the 
Splitter realised it ere many days had passed. 
The police, accompanied by pretty well all 
the male population of the township, went out 
and found the smouldering ruins of the hut as 
the information had led them to believe, but they 
also found something more. In the ashes, when 
they were overhauled, were found the remains 
of the two and not one body, as was anticipated.
That’s Tighe’s body ! I saw it as I burst 
open the door,” exclaimed the excited Splitter.
“ Did ye ? ” said the constable, as he felt in 
his jumper significantly.
‘^Yes; and then I says to myself, I says, 
Chrimy, Bill, ’ere’s dirty work ! ’ so I runs 
round to the back and there in the glare of 
the fire I seed the track of the man who’d done 
the deed,” went on the Splitter with melo­
dramatic force.
Which way was he going ” chimed in one 
of the onlookers.
“ Straight for the town by a short cut that 
runs down there past a bit of a rise and then 
over the creek,” replied Bill. “ He’s made for 
the railway, sure, and we’d better be off and after 
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him ; you’d better get your horse and ride him 
down, sarjint,” he continued, turning to the 
constable ; for it seemed to him that the crowd 
did not take kindly to his story, and having 
omitted to mention the presence of Tighe in 
the hut when he gave the information it grew 
upon him that he was in a rather nasty situation. 
Hence he sought to mollify the constable’s 
feelings by the title of “ sarjint.”
“ What for ? ” asked the officer, eyeing the 
Splitter and edging up alongside of him.
“ What for ! ” exclaimed the Splitter. “ Why, 
to arrest the murderer.”
“ Faith, and it’s done now already,” said the 
constable as he adroitly snapped the handcuffs 
on the Splitter’s wrists. He had had a long 
and monotonous spell of service in the Gindra 
township, where drunks and disorderlies, with a 
rare case of horse stealing and cattle duffing 
now and again, had been all that had enabled 
him to earn his salary, with never a chance of 
distinction. He saw a fine opportunity for 
distinction in the present emergency. The 
Splitter might not be the right man, but that 
had nothing to do with the case in the mind of 
a man who was thirsting for promotion and had 
never had a chance of even bringing his name 
before the head office.
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“ What’s this ? ” gasped Bill, as he held out 
his manacled hands towards the constable.
“ Yerself said it was John Tighe was lying 
there,” said the constable ; “ and ye told us at 
the station it was John Tighe had murdered his 
wife, and that ye seed him escaping. Now hold 
yer tongue, for whatever ye say ’ll be taken 
down in writing and may be used agin’ ye in 
evidence at yer trial,” he continued, as Bill 
essayed to interrupt him. “ I arrest ye in the 
name of the Queen for the murder and arson 
of John Tighe, his wife, and hut, s’elp yer God 
and kiss the book,” gabbled the officer who, 
now that he had really a prisoner in his charge 
accused of murder, and with a case as clear as 
day—proved up to the hilt, he considered, by 
the words he had said—and with all the popula­
tion of the township staring at him in wondering 
admiration, felt somewhat confused in the 
gravity of the situation.
“ I tell you I ain’t the man ; it was the 
Gunner, him as you calls John Tighe! ” exclaimed 
Bill.
“ Wait till I write that down,” replied the 
constable. " Now then, who’s that ? ” he 
asked, when he had taken a note of the remark 
with fingers that trembled with excitement, and 
pointing to the second cinder in the ashes.
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That’s John Tighe, don’t I tell you,” began 
Bill.
“ That’ll do now, Γll take it down,” said the 
constable, as he noted it. “ Now ye all heard 
that ? ” he asked the crowd, and a murmur of 
assent answered him.
“ Now, prisoner at the bar, and ye don’t want 
to hang yourself without a trial, hold your 
tongue and the Lord have mercy on your soul,” 
he went on, as the effect of the masterly piece 
of cross-examination carried his mind right 
ahead to the time when Bill would be sentenced 
and he would be a “ sarjint ” at last.
Fortunately for Bill, one of the jury, know­
ing what a labyrinth of humanity the population 
of the back blocks really is, had stood out that 
there should be a recommendation to mercy, 
and that as the tale of the dual personality of 
John Tighe was probable, although not proven, 
a life would be better than a death sentence. 
The judge acted on the suggestion, and when 
the Splitter was handed over to the gaol 
authorities it was to be kept within the four 
walls of a prison building until he died—the 
contingent possibility of the Gunner being dis­
covered in the flesh, and a free pardon being 
granted to the prisoner for a crime he would 
then be shown never to have committed, being
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of course understood, as the law always under­
stands such things.
He was completing the second year of his 
confinement in the up-country gaol when he, 
with several others, was drafted off to the 
establishment that the Government had erected 
on one of the islands on the coast. The 
steamer which conveyed them to their island 
penitentiary was just clearing the mouth of the 
river and the prisoners were grouped together 
in the bows enjoying the luxury of the sea­
breeze and a smoke, which the constables in 
charge furnished them with out of the goodness 
of their hearts. The majority of them had 
“ done ” some time of their sentences—more 
or less lengthy—and had developed that listless 
stolidity which authority, in its wisdom, deems 
a token of the benefits derived from prison 
discipline, and they sat or lolled about the 
decks and bulwarks of the vessel, indifferent, 
lazy, and inert. The officers in charge were 
equally void of energy, satisfied that their 
prisoners could not escape, and coolly indif­
ferent to everything else around them, when 
they were startled into life and action by one 
of their protégés leaping on to the windlass 
that stood in the bows, gesticulating frantically 
and shouting out,—
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The Gunner ! My God ! John Tighe, the 
Gunner ! ”
A rush to the side was made, and there, close 
under the steamer, was the Point boat just going 
about, and in the stern a white-faced, shrinking 
man, with eyes staring wildly at the figure on 
the windlass and terror in every outline of his 
frame.
“ Come down out of that !” cried the constable 
in charge to the prisoner on the windlass.
It’s him ! It’s Rat the Gunner, the man 
who killed John Tighe ! ” shouted the Splitter, 
as he leaped from his stand and rushed to the 
side. Leaning over he made as if to jump 
overboard, and two constables seized him and 
held him back, while his fellow-convicts, roused 
by his excitement, muttered and closed their 
fists as they pressed round the little group, 
ready for revolt.
“ You murderer ! Rat the Gunner, who 
shot John Tighe ? ” shouted the Splitter, as 
he struggled with his captors, his mind too 
intent on denouncing his enemy to think what 
was going on around him. “ You skulking 
hound ! you rat ! Rat the Gunner !” he cried, 
as the boat sailed away farther and farther every 
moment. Stop the steamer. Go and seize 
him—that’s him that did the Five Mile 
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murder, not me ! ” And the strong man in his 
agony cowered down upon the deck and wept.
For a moment the captain of the steamer 
wondered whether his revolver in the cabin 
was loaded or not, for things looked ugly in 
the bows. The Splitter’s fellow-prisoners, who 
knew his side of the story, were gathered round 
him and the two officers who held him, and 
the remaining constable could only attempt to 
force his way through them. Their own liberty 
was dear enough if they could only get it back, 
for each one felt himself the victim of the law ; 
but here was a man who after two years’ 
imprisonment, suffered for another man’s crime, 
was debarred from taking advantage of the 
opportunity and seizing the only man who 
could prove his innocence.
“ It will be reported when we reach the 
island, and we can catch the boat up then,” 
shouted the constable in charge. We’ll see 
to that right enough, so now just keep quiet 
and finish your smoke, for it may be long 
before you have the chance of another,” he 
continued to the prisoners who, in their excite­
ment, had forgotten all about the unusual 
luxury. Selfish appeals seldom fail, and a 
present smoke was better to each than the 
future release of another man, so the riot was
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averted—but the Splitter was carefully removed 
from his mates a little later. To supply in­
formation as to the Gunner was the reason 
assigned when he was requested to go aft— 
for three constables were rather handicapped if 
it came to a straight-out row with 
so of convicts under their charge.
* *
a dozen or
** *
nor ’awkedNo one ’umped another’s drum 
stale fish ” at Friendly Point, as Back’us had told 
the Gunner when he first joined the settlement, 
but the feelings of the boat’s crew were hurt 
at the anathemas hurled from the Government 
steamer at one of their mates, more especially 
as they saw that mate turn white and, trembling 
with fear, cower down and shrink beneath the 
hail of accusations. The boat was on her way 
back to the Point when the steamer overtook 
her, and Fernandey, at the tiller, had promptly 
put the helm over and sent the boat off on 
another tack when he saw who was on board 
the steamer and heard the Splitter’s first remarks. 
It was only fair to a Pointer, and every one likes 
to dodge authority if he can. But when the 
Gunner trembled and showed a terror-stricken 
face as the ugly word ‘‘ murder” came across 
the waves, Fernandey spoke not, but thought
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deeply and darkly. Nor did the rest of the 
crew express their sentiments aloud, and when 
the Point was reached the Gunner slunk away 
to his hut with downcast head and dragging 
steps. Back’us had “got took” again, as 
he expressed it, “for righteous conduct ” while 
under the influence of the rum god, and the 
Gunner had the hut to himself. It was nearly 
evening when the boat reached the Point, 
and no one stayed the Gunner in his silent, 
lonely withdrawal, and no one crossed the door­
way of the hut in which the anguish-stricken 
man crouched in fearsome terror in the dark. 
But on the beach men spoke and wondered if 
the charges had been true, and they looked at 
the lightless doorway—but none thought of 
going through.
In the morning a strange boat sailed over to 
the Point, and as it grounded on the beach two 
men in constables’ uniforms and one in convict 
clothes leaped out. The Pointers had clustered 
down to the shore as they saw the boat coming.
“He’s not there,” said the convict, as he 
glanced keenly over the faces of the men.
“ Where’s the crew of the boat that came 
over yesterday ? ” inquired one of the constables.
Three men stood forward.
“ There were four ! ” exclaimed the convict.
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" Where’s the other ? where’s the Gunner ? By 
God ! if you are hiding him, may------ ”
Hold your gab,” one of the constables 
interrupted. Have you a man here that’s 
called the Gunner ? ” he went on, turning to 
the crowd.
No one answered.
“ Come now ; he was with you in the boat 
yesterday. You’ll do no good to yourselves or 
him by this. Where is he .? ”
Still there was no answer save the surly looks 
from the crowd.
The constable knew his men and the code of 
honour that ruled at the Point.
“ Then we’ll have to search the huts,” he 
said. Just show which is which.”
But his appeal might have been addressed to 
deaf men, for no one moved.
“ Come on,” the constable exclaimed sharply, 
we’ll take this one first,” and he strode away 
towards the nearest, with his companion and 
the convict at his heels, and the crowd of Pointers 
following farther behind.
At the door of the hut the constable stopped.
‘‘Rat the Gunner, alias John Tighe, in the 
Queen’s name, are you there ? ”
The latch was unfastened and the door just 
ajar. No sound came from the interior, and
Rat the Gunner.
Splitter Bill, impatient at the wait, broke from 
his restraint and sprang into the hut. Then 
with a cry he turned back to the constables in 
the doorway.
On the floor lay the Gunner, dead.
RAT JUNIOR’S RIDE.
I.
The occurrence of the Five Mile tragedy soon 
after his arrival at his uncle’s had been doubly 
bad for Rat Junior ; firstly, because it had 
thrown him entirely under the dominance of 
a relative whose moral or intellectual develop­
ments were not quite worthy of the high opinion 
that Sal had entertained of them ; and secondly, 
because of the undue notoriety that it gave 
the little waif amongst the companions with 
whom he was thrown in contact. Several of 
them had had one or the other parent in gaol. 
Some of them were grass orphans pending the 
return of both their natural guardians, who 
were away “ doing time,” and one or two were 
genuine orphans, inasmuch as there were no 
parents who directly claimed them—for the 
juveniles to be met with in the neighbourhood 
of colonial horse-training establishments are no 
less peculiar than the adults. But Rat Junior
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Yet as the two years, which
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was the only one who was at once an orphan 
and the offspring of the principals in a startling 
tragedy, and, consequently, was the most dis­
tinguished in point of ancestry of any one in 
the district.
succeeded the burning down of the selection 
and the trial and conviction of the Splitter, 
wore away, his notoriety waned before other 
developments, and the discovery of the Gunner 
at Friendly Point, the liberation of the Splitter, 
and the resuscitation of all the ancient glory, 
with the additional burnish of the Gunner’s 
gruesome story and end, as furnished by the 
sensation-loving papers of the day, was a perfect 
windfall for Rat Junior. He was fast passing 
into the oblivion that all heroes go to when 
they cease even momentarily to paralyse the 
sensibilities of their fellows, and would, had 
nothing more come to light, have degenerated 
into an ordinary training-stable lad, with per­
chance a small career as an outside jockey ahead 
of him. But the revival of the Five Mile 
tragedy saved him, and put him in the way 
of becoming what he was—a favourite jockey 
and a typical larrikin.
On the staff of one of the local papers there 
was a Descriptive Writer, who seized the incident 
of the inquest and the tragedy as good “ copy,” 
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and columns of brightly written anecdote and 
interviews charmed his readers, instructed them 
in the history of the occurrences, and brought 
Rat Junior into the forefront of fame. As 
soon as it leaked out—as such things will— 
that the only offspring of the Gunner was in 
the vicinity of the local racecourse, residing with 
his uncle, who was a man about one of the well- 
known training stables, the Descriptive Writer 
penetrated into the mysteries of the horsey 
settlement in search of the youth. He found 
him, a wizen-faced, melancholy little chap, with 
a big boil on his face—brought on by over-train­
ing, he explained,—seated on a bin in one of 
the stables ‘‘ ’avin’ a smoke along of another 
man.” The Descriptive Writer’s contributions 
to the columns of his paper the following day 
brought him honour and reputation.
The police ^‘on information received”—they 
would not credit the newspaper reporter as 
being the sleuth-hound of crime and the leader 
of the detectives—promptly took Rat Junior 
into custody as a vagrant with no lawful, visible 
means of support, and upon that charge he 
was remanded until he had given his evidence 
at the inquest of the Gunner, and had prac­
tically obtained the release of the Splitter.
When the boy was brought into the court,
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where the inquest into his father’s death was 
being held, he had recognised but one familiar 
face in the room, and that one belonged to 
his recent interviewer, who was present in search 
of more material for his articles. The boy 
gave a half smile to the pressman, who returned 
it with a nod thrown in ; and the exchange of 
compliments was as a ray of sunshine in a rain­
cloud to the poor little starved heart that was 
beating its lonely and neglected tattoo. He 
was so occupied in enjoying the rare pleasure 
of the moment that he did not hear the 
coroner’s inquiry whether he understood what 
an oath was.
“ Do you understand the nature of an oath, 
my little man ? ” repeated the coroner in a 
louder tone.
Me, sir.? Well, yes, sir, I think I does; 
I hears and uses plenty at times,” he answered 
sententiously.
‘‘ At what time have you ever taken the oath 
before ? ” inquired the coroner.
T*he oath ? Well, of course I don’t know 
what oath you uses most, mister, but ther’s a 
lot as I knows and p’r’aps yours is among ’em. 
There’s ‘ hell for leather,’ as ’ow M’Quade uses 
when the horses------ ”
You don’t understand me, I am afraid, my
9 
“ Do I know what it is to tell a 
Well J you go and ask Bill Mooney about 
time we nobbled Starlight, and him and 
played square for the stable and euchred 
committee. Do I know what a lie is !
)>
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boy,” interrupted the coroner. Do you know 
what it is to tell a lie ? ” he went on impres­
sively, looking the diminutive witness straight 
between the eyes.
What sort of borak do you call this ” 
responded the boy, with a world of satire in 
his voice.
lie !
the
me 
the 
Well, I ain’t no bloomin’ mug.
‘‘Swear him,” said the coroner, and the oath 
was administered in due and legal form to an 
accompaniment of ill-suppressed titters in the 
court.
When the inquest was over, he was returned 
to the care of his nearest relative, the uncle, and 
the little money that was found on the Gunner 
at Friendly Point was handed over to that 
worthy to pay for the education and support 
of the nephew.
Some months elapsed before the paths of the 
Descriptive Writer and Rat Junior crossed one 
another again. The Descriptive Writer had 
to attend a race meeting in the interests of his 
paper, and as he was strolling through the 
motley crowd that thronged the saddling 
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paddock, he felt his coat pulled and heard a 
shrill, childish treble say,—
“ ’Ere, mister, are y’on for a soft thing ? ”
Looking round he saw Rat Junior, wizened 
as ever, and with a knowing gleam in his small, 
greeny eyes.
“ Why, Rat, I thought you were in the 
reformatory training school,” he said.
‘‘Wot, me ? Why, wot did they want to 
send me to a trainin’ school for when Γm at 
a trainin’ stable.^ No fear, mister, none of 
that for me ; I knows pretty well all about 
trainin’ now, I does. But ’ere, mister, are y’on 
for a soft thing?” Rat answered.
“Well, I don’t know,” said the Descriptive 
Writer. “ But tell me, first, how have you 
been getting on since the inquest ? ”
“ Oh, right enough. You see, the traps had 
me up as a vagrant, but I showed the beak as 
ow I earned my tucker the same as any other 
man, and they had to back down, dyer see .? ” 
said the little chap, with a crow in his voice 
and a swagger of the shoulders. “ But what’s 
the use of wasting time Are y’on or ain’t 
yer.? I would not give it away to no one else 
but you, because we’ve been mates, and you can 
take your colonial it’s straight.”
“ Well, what is it ” inquired the pressman,
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smiling down at the old-man expression that 
was in the child’s face.
“You see, it’s this way, mister. I knows 
the lay of the stable for the cup. I ain’t ridin’ 
myself, but the man on the horse that’s goin’ 
to win is a mate of mine, the same as you and 
me is, and we squared it. It’s a dead bird, 
mister, and Γm on for a flutter,” said the boy.
“ And I hope you’ll win,” replied the other.
“ Hopei* Why, it’s a certainty ! ” exclaimed 
the boy. Are y’on to stand in, mister ? ”
“ Oh, I never bet. Rat. It’s not in my 
line, you know, and I should not be here now 
if I had not got to come,” said the pressman.
There was a wealth of contemptuous scorn 
in the boy’s eyes as he looked up at his 
companion, a man with strength and money and 
a chance to be in the know,” as he termed it, 
and yet who did not bet and, what was worse, 
did not care for horse races.
^‘Well go on the tote. I ain’t perticuler,” 
he said, the scorn giving place to a look of 
anxious expectancy such as one sees in the eyes 
of a monkey when it is in doubt whether the 
proffered dainty is a nut or a stone. “ I’ll 
stand in with you on it if you don’t like to do 
a flutter with the bookies, and it’s only a five- 
bob touch ? ”
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But, my dear boy, don’t I tell you that I 
have no interest in it whatever? ” laughingly 
said the pressman.
“ What, not on a dead bird ? ” inquired the 
boy, with an attempt at a frown which only 
increased the puckers and furrows on his 
wrinkled brow.
“ Not even on a dead bird,” was the answer.
Well, you are a bloomin’ mug, that’s all I 
can say,” replied the boy. “But look ’ere, 
mister, you don’t mind my a-doin’ it, do yer ? ”
“ Not a bit, Rat,” said the Writer.
“Well then, will you put up the dibs for 
me ? You see it’s this way, mister. We 
started on the go a bit last night, and I got 
took down bad at cut-throat and cleaned out 
fair. It’s my only chance to get square again 
is this bloomin’ go, and that’s why I offered 
you the tip to stand in shares, you puttin’ up 
the stuff, and me puttin’ up the savee. But 
as you won’t, will you lend us the stuff to go 
a lone hand, if you won’t chip in It’s only 
a five-bob touch, mister, and that won’t hurt 
you, and it’s only till the race is run, ’cos I’m 
in the know, you see.”
Two half-crowns were transferred from the 
hands of the elder to those of the younger of 
the strangely assorted pair, and the boy vanished
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The Descriptive Writer watched 
saw the favourites badly beaten 
regarded as a rank outsider, but
suddenly confronted
over the ground for 
bob. ’Ere it is and
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in the crowd, 
the race and 
by what was
whether it was the horse that Rat Junior was 
“ on” he did not know. For the rest of the 
day he did not see his quondam friend, and 
began to regard his two half-crowns as a clear 
loss ; but as he was leaving the course on his 
homeward way the boy 
him.
“I’ve been looking all 
you, mister, with the five
I told you it was a safe thing. You’d ’a’ made 
a pot if you’d took the straight griff I give you.”
That incident proved to be the forerunner 
of many, and on more than one occasion the 
Descriptive Writer stood banker for the wizened 
Rat and helped him to get his finances square. 
And the loans were always repaid. Sometimes 
there was a loss and Rat Junior kept out of 
sight till he had scraped enough together to 
liquidate the obligation, when he would intercept 
his benefactor in the street or in his office, and 
hand over the cash, saying, “It’s a bit late, 
mister, but a cove can’t always strike it, you 
know.” Then he had blossomed into a jockey 
and had offered tips on every race that was 
run ; but the Descriptive Writer had no taste
for, 
two 
one 
and
Rat
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for a flutter,” and the tips were never acted 
upon. As in the earlier days there were 
advances made from time to time, but always 
to be settled before another was asked 
until in their own individual ways the 
quaintly assorted friends began to regard 
another as paragons of honour, honesty, 
fair dealing.
Although a good man up for flat races,
Junior’s great forte was over the hurdles. 
There was a free and reckless devil-may-care 
style of sitting in the saddle that he had as the 
horse flew over what he concisely termed “ the 
sticks,” and when “ R. Junior ” (as he appeared in 
the official programmes) was notified to ride in 
a hurdle race, his horse was a favourite from 
the start. People who used to see him in the 
saddling paddock with his wizened, sharp- 
featured little face and thin limbs, marvelled 
at the audacity of his courage when riding at 
the jumps; but there was a professional secret 
in the matter, which was not generally known 
outside the stable circle and the trainer’s brain. 
Rat Junior rode best on whisky, and a stiff 
three-finger nobbier, neat, was his last in­
struction prior to weighing-in. After that he 
would have ridden at a haystack.
But there was nothing of all this passing 
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through his mind as he lolled against a lamp­
post, with his hands half in his trouser pockets 
and his legs crossed. All that his brain could 
grasp was a vision of yellow hair, blue— 
unkind people would have added watery—eyes, 
and a pink, rather flabby-looking feminine face. 
But his mind was too illiterate to thoroughly 
understand the situation. Had any one sug­
gested that a girl was the cause of it all Rat 
Junior would have given him the lie direct— 
wrapped up in sultry language into the bargain 
—with perhaps an ugly and unexpected ‘‘ oner,” 
for he was handy with the “ dukes,” as the 
localism had it. Girls were to his mind 
synonomous with the big-mouthed, stiff-haired, 
loud-voiced creatures attired in startling, but 
incongruous, mixtures of cloth and colour ; 
with acerbity in their voices and profanity on 
their tongues ; the sisters and cousins or other 
relatives, more or less defined, of the larrikin 
community—such as his mother had been, if 
he could but have seen her, in the early days 
when she was a constant visitor to the Gindra 
lockup and before she had profited by the 
refining influence of the Gunner. The creatures 
who used to come around the stables and try to 
talk horsey with the stable boys and get up 
“ mashes ” for invitations to the Saturday
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dances, indulged in under free and easy rules, 
where they sat round the room while their 
consorts lounged near the doorway with backs 
to the wall, pipes in mouth, hands half in the 
trouser pockets and their legs crossed. Creatures 
who sat and ogled and broke out into smirks 
and grins when the master of ceremonies gave 
the customary preparatory announcement, “ Now 
then, gents, ’00k yer muttons” ; or who, if 
the swains were backward, boldly strutted 
across to the object of their choice and with a 
dig in the ribs exclaimed, “ ’Ere, come on, 
’ave a varsooveearna, won’t yer ? ” Or, when 
the spirit moved the sterner animal to slouch 
across the room, stop in front of his inamorata 
and, expectorating deftly over his shoulder 
through his closed teeth, jerk out, “ ’Ere, git 
up,” would rise, and, shaking out the creases 
of their flounces as a duck shakes the rain­
drops from its tail, place their hands on their 
partner’s shoulders while his were clasped at 
their waist-band, and slowly and with mincing 
steps walk round and round like a revolving 
pair of compasses. That was what he under­
stood by girls ” ; but of such the cause of 
his disquietude was not. There was something 
of the divine in the vision that held sway over 
his brain ; something intangible and shadowy ;
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something that was not of his life and yet 
absorbed every effort of it. And it was all 
due to the Descriptive Writer.
It happened that as he was returning to 
town one day, along the road that ran near the 
training stables, he had met Rat Junior discuss­
ing the turf with some brother “jocks.” The 
big spring meeting was at hand and there was 
to be a special steeplechase in which Rat Junior 
was to ride the favourite. The Descriptive 
Writer stopped to exchange compliments with 
his strangely assorted friend and protégé, and 
the two had walked on together till they came 
to the road which led to the house where the 
jockey lived. At the corner was an hotel much 
frequented by touts and bookmakers, and, the 
road being dusty and his throat dry, the De­
scriptive Writer suggested that they might 
patronise the landlord. Rat Junior “did not 
mind if he did,” and they entered the house, 
the Descriptive Writer leading the way into 
the private bar where Rat Junior did not 
usually go—privacy was no boon to him and 
the tariff was lower in the other. The presiding 
Hebe was a soulless importation from the city, 
where the gaslight, heat, and the late hours 
had brought her cheeks to flabbiness and 
changed her energy to inertia, She greeted her
Raf junior s Ride. 139
two customers with a mildly vacant stare as 
though the effort were too great for so exotic 
a creation.
A whisky and soda,” said the Descriptive 
Writer in answer to the vacant but presumably 
interrogative glance. Name yours, Rat.”
The first order was complied with in a 
delightfully meditative and listless manner, the 
fair purveyor of liquid refreshment moving with 
silent slowness. But it was a revelation to 
Rat Junior. With his little eyes distended, he 
gazed upon the pale, flabby face, the blue, watery 
eyes, and the tousled yellow hair, and the 
surrounding attributes of cheap plate-glass and 
designs cunningly wrought out of coloured bottles 
and vari-coloured tumblers faded from his 
vision. Even the Descriptive Writer was for­
gotten. He caught his breath and his blood 
thrilled and tingled till he felt his ears and 
finger-tips glow and throb. He felt the 
majestic presence of some great and unknown 
awe. The slow-moving, speechless form was as 
a floating angel of purity and light, bringing 
to his untuned fancies the melodies of Paradise 
and filling his ears with a buzzing and a singing 
that made him clasp his hands closely to feel 
that he was holding on somewhere. She turned, 
and those great eyes ranged slowly round to
steely glance of a 
before the volume 
came to his from
she said.
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his. Along that medium of the unseen none 
can say what passed ; but as a bird, fluffed and 
helpless, waits before the 
snake, so stood Rat Junior 
and flood of intensity that 
those watery, blue eyes.
What’s yours, sonny ↑ ”
Rippling chords of sunlit music swayed and 
tingled in his ears. He had heard her voice ; 
he had seen her eyes ; and beyond that all was 
a blank.
He did not feel the Descriptive Writer lay 
a hand on his shoulder, nor hear him ask what 
was wrong. Nor did he know that he said 
“ Whisky,” and with trembling hands poured 
out half a glassful and then drained it at a 
draught. He remembered himself when once 
more he stood outside in the air, and understood 
that his companion was advising him to go 
home and rest and not train so hard. Then 
he went home with that entrancing, heavenly 
music still ringing in his ears ; that vision of 
undreamed loveliness floating before his eyes, 
and an unformed, shadowy, filmy fancy in his 
brain that he had been up to the fountain of 
glory and tasted of the waters of the divine.
That night his fellows found him silent, 
mopy, and distrait. Horses ceased to charm 
i4iRat junior s Ride.
and odds had no attraction. His own reputa­
tion and the flattery of his admirers were alike 
stale and dry, but in his soul there was a 
mighty craving to see once more the object of 
his fascination. Slipping away from his compan­
ions he stole back to the hotel, full of bravery at 
starting and with the firm intention of walking 
boldly into that sacred chamber where the cause 
of the vision in his brain would be dispensing 
drinks. But as he neared the place his courage 
and his intention wavered, waned, and died. 
He looked at the lighted window and wandered 
to and fro in the dark, but could not, dare not 
enter into her presence. Then he stood and 
watched the door that led from the passage 
into the bar, and trembled in the excitement of 
the moment as he saw it open and, ere two 
men came out, he caught a fleeting glimpse of 
his goddess, smiling. Her face was turned 
towards him and the smile flashed through the 
darkness straight into his soul. He did not 
stop to question for whom it was intended ; it 
had reached him, and he had drunk it in with 
a gasping, greedy breath. Spellbound he stood 
as the two men came out of the front door 
and passed him as he stood in the dark.
“ A fine bangle she’ll get from me.”
The tone was bantering irony, but only the 
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words struck Rat Junior’s ears. A bangle. 
What was a bangle ? Quick as an adder’s bite 
went the searing, scorching thought through his 
brain. It was a present for his smiling goddess, 
an offering to the shrine where he wildly, madly 
worshipped. Rage, hate and fury surged in 
his heart and chased one another through his un­
tutored mind. Sacrilege to an Eastern temple 
produces kindly gentleness in the soul of a 
fanatic compared to what the thought roused in 
the little palpitating heart of Rat Junior. With 
clenched fists and blanched face he rushed 
frantically down the road to meet and slay the 
violator of his altar. But the two men had 
turned off the road into the bush, and the gleam 
of the city lights shone in his eyes before Rat 
Junior found that his enemy had vanished and 
that he had run himself out of breath.
“ What is a bangle ? ” recurred again to his 
mind and, in puzzling to recall the meaning of 
the word, he wandered on unconsciously till he 
found that he had wandered home.
He found out next day. A bangle was a 
bracelet that girls wore round their wrists, 
“ like half a hobble ” his informant told him. 
His mind was made up. If a common desecrator 
dared to profane the sacred purity of his idol 
with an offering, he would remedy the damage
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by contributing another. There was £15 he 
had in the house, which was to have gone in 
backing himself to win the steeplechase—for 
although the bookies were close friends with 
the jockeys in the stables, they had a nasty 
knack of always wanting money “ on the nail ” 
when they accepted any bets with them—but 
what was a bet to the adornment of his Venus.? 
So the diminutive jockey found his way into a 
jeweller’s shop and asked for a bangle.
‘‘What sort ? ” inquired the salesman.
“ Oh, I dunno. Some sort of a boomer 
that’ll knock ’em cold,” replied Rat Junior.
“ Something about twenty guineas .? ” asked 
the salesman with a sneering grin.
“ Yes, that’s about it, I suppose,” replied the 
jockey.
The salesman went up the shop and whispered 
in the ear of another assistant before he brought 
down a tray full of startlingly bright ornaments, 
and the other assistant quietly left the ehop and 
sought the company of the first constable he 
met.
The brightest of the ornaments and the most 
vulgar, to a refined taste like the salesman’s, 
was selected by the jockey just as the other 
assistant and the constable entered the shop.
“ There you are, that’s the ∙ larrikin who
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wants to buy a twenty-guinea bangle/’ whispered 
the assistant.
That ? Why, that’s Rat Junior, the jockey,” 
replied the constable with a grin. ’Ullo, Rat, 
going it on the strength of the steeplechase ? ” 
he continued, as he walked up the shop to the 
jockey, who was counting over a roll of notes.
Rat Junior was abashed and tried to look 
unconcerned.
Who’s this for, sonny” inquired the 
constable, picking up the selected ornament. 
“ A present for the Governor’s wife when she 
hands over the cup, eh.? ”
“ How did yer know But don’t give us 
away, will yer.? ” answered Rat, with a wink and 
a nod to the constable. Then, turning to the 
salesman, he said, ‘‘ ’Ere’s £ 15 in notes, and Γll 
fetch the rest round in a minute. Just tie it 
up, will yer ? ” and he hurriedly left the shop.
‘‘ He’s all right. He’s the jockey that’s to 
ride Greywing in the steeplechase next week. 
I suppose he’s got some lay on. But he’s all 
right,” observed the constable to the salesman 
when Rat Junior had left the shop.
Rat, finding himself short of the sum required, 
immediately bethought him of the Descriptive 
Writer, and searched round till he met him.
“Ten pounds you want, do you.? Why,
Rat "Junior's Ride. 
now ?
145
” he asked, as Rat made his
you see it’s a bit private, but 
mister. It’s only till after
what’s up 
request.
“ Well, 
it’s all square, 
the race.”
“ But I haven’t got it. Rat. I can go as far 
as a fiver for you if that is any use,” replied 
the other.
“That’s good enough if you can’t do the 
rest,” said the little jockey, and with half­
muttered thanks—for he was not demonstrative 
over the matter—he took what he could get, 
and hurried back to the shop.
“ Γll have to owe you a note on it,” he said 
to the salesman as he put down the extra five 
pounds.
Well, if you are going to win the steeple­
chase that will do,” replied the salesman, 
who had already raised the price as a fair 
chance of making a good bargain was so clearly 
evident.
With the token of his admiration carefully 
grasped in his hand. Rat Junior retraced his 
steps to the neighbourhood of the hotel. As 
he neared it a new difficulty presented itself to 
his mind. He had the bangle and the wish 
to give it, but how was that end to be 
accomplished His heart leaped and frolicked 
10 
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in an untamed fashion as he drew near to the 
door, and then all at once his courage again 
failed him. He retired to the end of the 
building when, as if Fate were determined to 
overwhelm him in the splendour of its generosity, 
the sublime divinity of his dreams came and 
stood at the door. If he had faltered before he 
was helpless now, and there seemed to yawn 
between him and her a fathomless gulf across 
which he could never step. A stable boy of 
the hotel came whistling round the corner, and 
Rat Junior turned to him with the desperation 
of love-sick youth.
“ ’Ere, Bill, give this ’ere to that ’ere lady 
and say as ’ow—say as ’ow it’s from—it’s for 
her—don’t say no more and don’t say as I 
give it you,” he stammered.
“ Rybuck Ratty ! ” said the boy as he took 
the parcel, and walking past the barmaid jerked 
it into her hand.
“ ’Ere’s a offerin’ from the mash,” he said.
“ Who ? ” inquired the girl.
“ Bah ! gammon you don’t know,” retorted 
the boy.
“ Who gave it you ? ” repeated the girl.
“ That’s your dart,” answered the boy as he 
passed on his way to the stable.
The girl stood a moment looking at the
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parcel and then slowly untied it. Opening 
the case which was enclosed in the paper, she 
started with delight as she caught sight of the 
glittering contents.
Chrimy ! ” she exclaimed and turned 
into the house.
Rat Junior felt the earth shake and the sky 
fall in the overpowering rhapsody of enchant­
ment. She had smiled upon his offering and 
had clasped it lovingly in her hands, and her 
voice had gone out in an expression that he 
knew, and which was the expression of supreme 
joy. With inflated chest and a power of 
thrilling ardour in his soul, he went home and 
lived on that “ O Chrimy ! ” till another day 
had dawned. Then the old longing returned, 
and the old wearying void that nothing could 
fill but the unattainable goddess, and his 
training was mournful work, till he remembered 
how if he failed to win he would fall in her 
eyes, and he turned again to his task with 
dogged determination. But the days were 
still long, empty, and weary, and the only solace 
was to stand at the lamp-post, and wait for her 
to come along and thank him. For in the 
blindness and frantic egotism of his love, he 
never thought that she did not know who had 
sent the offering. But he was to learn.
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II.
There was a great gathering on the race­
course on the day of the Spring Steeplechase, 
and over the lawn, through the saddling 
paddock, and on the grand stand, the crowd 
moved, swayed, and gambled.
The Descriptive Writer roamed, as he had 
often roamed before, through both the inside 
and the outside crowds.
In the saddling paddock he stumbled across 
Rat Junior, gorgeous in coloured silks and 
bright beyond his usual state.
“ Well, Rat, how⅛ the mare for the steeple­
chase ?” he inquired.
Fit as they make ’em, mister,” replied 
the jockey. “ There’s a fly game on with a 
bush horse, though that’s only just got known ; 
but he won’t see much of it to-day, you take 
my tip, mister. It’s a dead certainty for me 
and the mare.”
‘‘ Bar a spill. Rat,” remarked his companion.
A spill ? What yer givin’ us ? 
with me up?” retorted the jockey, 
go and tell them that in the ring 
what’ll they do,” and he laughed at 
idea of it. Why, look ’ere, mister, I could 
make a hundred thousand to-day if I liked to
A spill
You 
and see 
the bare
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play up rough, for the bookies are shy at even 
money on me now. A spill ? Yes, a lot of 
that for me and the mare. Blymy, mister, 
look ’ere, if we ’ad a spill do you know what ? 
Well, you could order a funeral for both of 
us at the same time. That’s the sort of game 
we play to-day.”
Well, I hope you will show them the way 
home. Rat, but don’t think too little of the 
others all the same. The fences are stiffer than 
hurdles,” replied the Descriptive Writer.
“ I know, and we’ve been over higher ones, 
me and the mare, and that as easy as failin’ 
off a log,” retorted the jockey. “ If you wants 
a flutter, go and take the field—they’re offering 
1000 to I against it and it’ll help the bookies 
to pay them that’s on Greywing and me.”
“ Not I, Rat ; but I’ll watch you ride home,” 
answered the other as he stood on one side 
to allow a tall, over-dressed woman, wearing a 
yellow and red streamer—Rat’s colours—at 
her neck, and a conspicuously vulgar jewelled 
bangle over her glove, and who was accom­
panied by two fastish young men, to pass. As 
she did so, she, with her two companions, 
looked at the little yellow and red shirted 
jockey and smiled.
Rat Junior gasped.
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“ Who is your friend, Rat ? ” inquired the 
Descriptive Writer.
“ Did yer see her with it on and my colours, 
and did yer see her smile ? ” exclaimed the 
jockey rapidly. “ Don’t make no bloomin’ error, 
mister, Γd win that race if all hell came out 
to stop me.”
The Descriptive Writer looked down at the 
little face palpitating with emotion, and with 
the eyes bright and glittering as they followed 
the over-dressed figure with the yellow and red 
streamer through the crowd, and, as he walked 
away from him, he mused to himself, Fancy 
the Rat getting calf-love struck on a bar­
maid ! ”
The race before the steeplechase was over, 
and the saddling paddock was thronged with 
the people who wanted to see Greywing and 
Greywing’s rider before they entered the 
course. Weighing-in had started, and the 
trainer of the mare was searching for his jockey 
to administer the usual final instruction before 
conducting him to the scales. But Rat Junior 
had vanished.
Near the entrance to the steward’s room he 
had caught sight of the yellow and red streamer 
again and had elbowed his way through the 
crowd till he stood before the wearer. It was
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a desperate moment, a case of do or die, he 
felt ; and as he looked up in the face such a 
long way above his own he seemed to breathe 
the glorious ether of peace. She was listening 
to one of her companions, and did not see the 
strangely old, eager face turned up towards her 
own till her other companion nudged her and 
said,—
“ Is this the latest. Kit ? ”
What ? ” she said sharply, turning round 
to him, for he was not the favoured swain.
“This—what do you call it.^” he said, 
nodding towards Rat Junior.
Then she turned and looked at the boy. He 
had had something in his mind to say a 
moment before, but it vanished then.
“Well, sonny, do you think you’ll know me 
again ? ” she inquired.
A gasp and a gurgle came from the jockey’s 
throat. “ Yer got it,” he managed to jerk out.
“ I wonder if he’s drunk,” she whispered to 
her companion. “ Got what, sonny I ” she 
said to the jockey.
“ I’ve—I’ve------” he stammered.
“ You’ve lost your nurse, have you, poor 
kid ! Well, I haven’t brought your pram for 
you,” she said jestingly, with her barmaidish 
wit, at which her companions laughed, and she
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felt that she was not quite so much out of the 
running as she thought she was.
‘‘ Γm—you------” stammered the jockey again,
the whirlpool of feeling that was raging within 
him changing his face into a more contorted 
mass of ugliness than it usually was.
“ Oh, go and take a coughdrop, you little 
fool ! ” exclaimed the lady shrewishly. “ Here, 
let’s get away from the drunken little owl,” she 
continued to her companions as she swept past 
Rat Junior and disappeared through the crowd.
No wonder the trainer could not find him ; 
he could not have found himself at that 
moment. He stood as she had left him, silent, 
cold, and still. Had anything snapped inside 
or was he dead, or what was it that made every­
thing so dark and hopeless ? For a second 
he lost himself in the half-thought query and 
then—ah, if that then could only have been 
avoided ! It was as though he had been placed 
in the draught of a refrigerating chamber and 
the heavy, numbing cold had passed through 
his clothes and struck his skin ; then on 
through skin, flesh, and blood it went till it 
struck the bones, and then through them to 
the marrow. But it stopped there. Stopped 
as an arrow stops when it has reached the apex 
of its flight and for a fraction of an instant hangs
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suspended over space before it starts its down­
ward journey again ; stopped only long enough 
to earn the record, and then burst back, not in 
icy, clinging, cold numbness, but in fiery, passion­
ate, raging, fever-scorching fire. The sunlight 
grew red before his eyes ; his hands clutched 
convulsively ; the little soul blazed up in all the 
might and anger of despair. One idea was there, 
one thought, one impulse—and that to kill.
’Ere, you young fool, come ’ere,” and a 
heavy hand shook him by the shoulder, as the 
well-known voice of the trainer rained curses 
in his ears.
He awakened back to life with a start.
“ You’re keeping the whole bilin’ lot of 
them waitin’, you young blackguard ! ’Ere, 
swig this off and go and get weighed-in,” and 
the trainer offered him a flask of whisky.
Keep your damned stuff,” retorted the 
jockey surlily as he turned and walked to the 
weighing-in room and on to the scales with 
saddle, whip, and weights in his arms.
“ Eight stun ten,” called out the weigher.
“ Eight stun ten,” echoed the clerk of the 
scales just as the trainer pushed his way in with 
the flask still in his hand to give Rat Junior 
his last instruction. But he was too late, for 
the jockey had passed the scales.
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Three deeply expressive words came from the 
trainer’s mouth and two in reply from Rat 
Junior.
“Now, none of that language here,” called 
out a steward, and Rat Junior slouched from 
the room and saddled and mounted the mare.
There was a big field to send off, and the 
starter, surrounded by a crowd of gaily-jacketed 
jockeys and lively horses, had a difficulty in get­
ting them away in that proximity of time which 
is called a good start. Greywing, carrying 
the yellow-and-red-shirted Rat, was impatient 
at the restraint, and as half the field broke over 
the line and galloped for a couple of hundred 
yards along the course before their riders could 
pull them up, Rat Junior had as much as he 
could do to hold in the fiery mare and keep 
her in check. Another spirited animal was 
the bush horse that had come into the running 
so quietly—Cadarga it was named—with its 
coat as dark as its antecedents, and carrying 
a bush-bred jockey whose capabilities at a fence 
were unknown to the turf, but whose lithe, 
trim figure, clad in a motley jacket of black 
with big white spots scattered all over it, had 
impressed the backers sufficiently to advance 
the price of the odds very considerably with 
the ring. When there is no chance of a
Rat Junior s Ride. 155
nobbled ” rider or a doctored ” mount, the 
bookies generally sum up a horse’s points 
accurately and rapidly, and they had seen that 
long odds were not to be indulged in against 
the bush product.
As Greywing plunged against the curb for 
the third time, through the wildest members 
of the field breaking away and giving a false 
start, Rat Junior noticed as he brought her 
back across the line how quiet his great 
opponent was, and how well the black horse 
was under control. He walked his mare well 
behind the rest so as to get a good look at 
the horse and its rider when he was coming 
up, but just as he was turning round to face 
towards the line again the cry ‘‘ They’re off! ” 
burst out along the railing, and, as he wheeled 
round, he saw the flag go down and the field 
dash away with himself and Greywing last.
There was a confused roar in his ears as 
the crowd gave vent to a momentary rage 
at the sight of the favourite left at the 
post, and then he set his teeth, shook the 
reins free on Greywing’s neck and, rising in 
his stirrups, went away at a gallop, each stride 
of which lessened the distance between the field 
and his mare. Three hundred yards and the 
yellow and red jacket was amongst the mass
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of colour that swayed and flashed a few yards 
behind the sombre coat and colours of the 
dark horse from the bush.
The first jump loomed in sight, and from 
the grand stand it was seen that the black 
horse took it in an easy stride a length ahead, 
and Rat Junior saw how the rider sat firm 
and steady as if the stiff hurdle had been 
only a rut in the road. There was no time 
to notice more, for the blood of the mare he 
was riding was up, and the sight of the jump 
and another showing her the way over it 
her feelings up to concert pitch. With 
head stretched out she strained against 
bit, and her rider, knowing her temper, 
it was no use trying to hold her in.
rushed at the jump and, gaining half a length 
in her stride, raced on to the leader.
The faint hubbub of a cheer, raised by her 
backers on the grand stand away across the 
course, just sounded in her rider’s ears as she 
drew away from her following and strove to 
lessen the distance between her and her leader. 
But he was not unworthy of the confidence 
of his owner nor the care and secrecy with 
which he had been trained. As the mare 
came away from the ruck, as the sporting 
writers have it, and drew out upon his
sent 
her 
the 
saw 
She
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track, the black horse made his stride a 
little longer and his pace a little stronger, and 
between that and the second jump Greywing 
found that her opponent was not to be trifled 
with.
Carefully gathering her up, Rat Junior 
managed to gain a neck in the jump and 
brought her head level with the black horse’s 
flank as they raced round the course and 
down the straight past the stand on to the 
third row of hurdles, the black horse going 
easily, but with the strength of a hero in 
his stride, and with his rider, sitting easily 
in the saddle, riding as free as if he were 
only going for a morning spin. Greywing was 
on her mettle ; but in spite of the cheers that 
greeted her as she went past the crowd, close 
upon the black horse’s heels, some of her 
backers began to feel the first waver of a doubt 
as to whether she could last all the way at the 
pace she was going. Her trainer was close to 
the fence and shouted out a message to Rat 
Junior, full of wisdom, perhaps, but strongly 
flavoured with profanity ; but it did not reach 
his ears. He was too much in earnest over 
his own thoughts to pay any attention to what 
might be called out to him.
The calm supremacy of the black horse and 
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its rider maddened him ; the memory of his 
shattered idol embittered him, and the shouts 
and the cheers that greeted the two leaders as 
they galloped past the vast audience rankled in 
his ears, for he took them as compliments to 
his adversary. Was the mare going to fail him 
too ? She should have passed into the lead 
before the second jump, and here she was not 
yet on terms of equality with her leader. Even 
the ground she had gained was only held on 
sufferance, her rider began to think, as that 
superb black horse ahead of him strode so 
calmly and yet held his own so easily. Shaking 
the reins on her neck he touched her with the 
spur, and the mare leaped in her stride as though 
she felt the incentive suggestion as a doubt of 
her quality. With ears laid back she stretched 
her length and battled for the lead—but the 
black horse was too strong.
At the next jump they rose together, but the 
black was the first over by half a length, and 
Rat Junior, seeing how matters were going, 
became more gloomy and resentful in his mind. 
There was no life-giving impulse in the rush of 
the wind past his ears, and his cheeks were 
burning with a heat of their own that did not 
come from the excitement of the race. His 
confidence in himself and the mare, which had
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been so pronounced when he met the Descrip­
tive Writer in the saddling paddock, had been 
offended by the cruel indignity heaped on him 
by his idol, outraged by being left at the post 
when the starters’ flag went down and was now 
slowly subsiding before the continued superiority 
of the animal that was leading him and which 
he had so persistently despised earlier in the 
day. Like many another of his race, his power 
was not in fighting a losing game, and now that 
he saw clearer every moment the danger that 
he was in of losing all his honour and glory 
in this one defeat—for it meant a tumble from 
the zenith to the horizon of local fame—his 
blood grew stagnant where it should have been 
on fire, and his self-confidence gave place to a 
growing doubt.
The rejected whisky recurred to his mind. 
What a fool he had been not to take it ! He 
had always ridden on it, and now when he was 
in need of it most it was not to be had. And 
what would be his reception when he went 
back defeated.? How about the public that 
had backed him for all it was worth.? His lips 
quivered when he thought of it and the 
sneering advice he had given to his friend to 
back the field so as to help the bookies to pay 
those who backed him and the mare. And
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here was the race half done, with the big jump 
looming ahead, the mare blowing in her stride 
and sweating hard while that black horse ahead 
of him was going as steadily and smoothly 
as if he had only just started. There was no 
time to think of strategy, and too much 
‘‘ nerves ” in the boy to allow it even if there 
had been. He felt his face grow pale as he 
saw the grand stand open out as the course 
turned into the straight again. Then he saw 
the big jump ahead and the black horse setting 
his stride for it. The climax had come, and 
the tremor in his nerves and the doubt in 
his mind seemed to close in upon themselves 
as he realised that now he was either the victor 
or the vanquished. The first over the fence 
had the day, and he sat back in the saddle 
for an instant.
Bar a spill, Rat.”
Who was it said that.?* He remembered; 
it was the Descriptive Writer, the man who 
would be watching him, with hundreds of others, 
at that very moment—watching him being 
beaten. Beaten ? No ! Who would beat him ? 
and the words of his proud, fearless boast came 
again to him, “ Γll win that race to-day, 
mister, if all------ ”
The memory of the yellow and red streamer 
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crossed him and blotted out the rest ; the 
floodgates of anguish fell as the memory, 
forgotten in the despair of the moment, rushed 
back to him and brought with it that flood of 
red to his eyes that had blinded him as he 
stood in the crowd by the steward’s room.
There was a roar along the railings. They 
were riding for the jump. Now, Grey wing ! 
Now, mare ! ” he cried, and worked whip, rein, 
and spur with all his might.
The mare strove, but there was a halt in 
the stride and a gasp in the breath that sent 
a shiver through the rider’s heart. The mare 
was nearly done.
Done ? No, not while that black devil 
ahead went on so well. Strength for strength 
might tell, but there was something else that 
levelled. The black horse rose at the stiff 
three-railer and his shoulders showed above 
the brushwood on the top. The idea had no 
time to formulate itself, but the spurs went 
home and the near side rein was taut as Grey­
wing charged on to Cadarga’s flank.
A cry of horror from the stand ; a swift, 
terror-stricken glance as the light flashed in his 
eyes ; and then, with a crash, Rat Junior was 
in the dark.
The black horse stumbled and staggered,
II
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white-spotted jacket of the jockey 
along its neck ; but a bushman’s seat 
be shaken by a charge or stumble.
and the 
went out 
is not to 
and ten yards from the jump he was firm again 
in the saddle, and a mighty cheer went up from 
the crowd at the horseman’s splendid feat. 
But a bushman’s heart is as good as his seat, 
and the rider only looked back to the rival 
in yellow and red, who lay with his mare by 
the side of the broken fence.
The field, now drawn out into a long 
procession, would soon be coming at the jump, 
and with that readiness to take advantage of 
every opportunity, the rider of the foremost 
horse would steer straight for the broken rail 
in the fence and the rest would take the hint. 
The crowd, turning their eyes back from the 
gallant black, saw what was coming, and for 
a moment a shudder ran 
Rat Junior lay still and 
broken rail and the mare 
pain of a broken thigh.
Suddenly some, who were still watching the 
black horse, saw it wheel in its stride and gallop 
back. The rider leaped from his saddle and, 
running back to the inanimate form of his rival, 
seized him under the arms and dragged him 
from before the tempting, dangerous gap. So
through the mass, 
white before that 
rolled over in the
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quickly was it done that the crowd could only 
wonder, and yet the first horse in the procession 
was galloping at the jump ere the dark-shirted 
rider was again at his horse’s side. It was 
over before he was in the saddle ; but the horse 
had as big a heart as its rider, and when the 
crowd found its voice and cheered and cheered 
again in the wildness of its admiration, the 
black horse led by several lengths—and Rat 
Junior was safe from the crash of trampling 
hoofs.
The crowd forgot it had lost its money and 
that the favourite had been beaten when the 
black horse came home the winner. For the 
horse was a picture of beauty, and its rider— 
well, he had won more than the cup.
He was only a bush rough rider, he said, 
when they carried him round to the Governor’s 
box, and he never liked to see a mate stuck 
up. He thought the little chap might have 
got hurt as he could not move himself, and 
the horse was good enough to give the rest a 
start any time, so there was not much in what 
he had done, beyond giving the little chap a 
hand when the mare fouled the fence, “ and 
he’d rode so bloomin’ hard and well, t∞," he 
added.
The mare was shot, and her rider taken to
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the hospital with a broken leg and a cracked 
skull. But his reputation was saved, and when 
he recovered he could have gone back to his 
stable and the turf—but he knew how it had 
happened and there was no more riding for 
him.
FERNANDEY’S FOLLY.
1.
Whatever the Australian climate may do for 
wool-growing, it is not conducive to delicate 
complexions, especially in that dry, sun-scorched 
district where Quart-pot Creek traces its 
sinuous course ; and Mrs. Tim Carey had 
weathered too many summers, and had seen too 
much of the rough and tumble of bush life to 
have any trace left on her cheeks of the bloom 
that had captivated Tim’s heart when their lives 
were young and Ireland was their home.
They had left the old place, fired with 
enthusiasm at the marvellous legends which 
reached them from the new land of golden 
richness of fortunes made simply by the pick­
ing of them up. They had spent thirty years 
in looking for some of the many millions they 
had fondly dreamed would be theirs, and the 
nearest they had come to it was to strike one 
patch of fairly payable ground. When half 
ι6s 
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of the proceeds had gone over the counter of 
the nearest public-house on behalf of Tim, Mrs. 
Tim bestirred herself. If the money was all 
to go to a public-house, she would be the 
publican, she told her husband, and so it came 
about that Carey’s Rest was opened on the 
banks of Quart-pot Creek.
There was a rush on at the time, and enough 
money was spent in the house during the first 
three months to enable the proprietors to 
launch into extravagance and build a two-storey 
weather-board cottage in place of the canvas 
structure that did duty during the first days 
of the boom. Then the exodus set in, and the 
population thinned as rapidly as it had grown ; 
the field was pronounced a duffer ; and Tim 
and his wife were left with their cottage, 
aristocrats among scattered fossickers who, 
either from irrational conviction that the place 
was an El Dorado, or from want of funds to 
get away, stayed on and raked the gullies. 
Occasionally a man made a rise, but when he 
had cleared his score at the store and the ^^pub,” 
and shouted for all hands, there was nothing left 
for him but to go back and rake again. Carey, 
who kept both store and “ pub,” made the pro­
fits and, assisted by his wife, liquidated them.
Latterly Mrs. Carey had grown weary of
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having all the work on her shoulders, and a 
newly arrived immigrant was attracted to the 
place by the offer of a pound a week and 
found.” She, Kate Barling, fresh from the 
English Midlands, knew as much of Australian 
up-country life as most new arrivals, and 
dreamed many a rosy, golden dream on her 
way up to Carey’s Rest.
The day before her arrival the bar was full 
of men come in to celebrate the find of a five- 
ounce nugget by a gentleman who rejoiced 
in the name of Whaler Bill. It was a noisy 
gathering, for Carey’s whisky was a potent 
fluid, and the diggers, most of them men who 
worked in solitary camps, were apt to give 
free rein to their fancies when company and 
grog combined to cheer them. They were 
gathered round the narrow strip of boarding 
that did duty for a bar and behind which 
Carey was presiding, shouting, talking, singing, 
and drinking ; and Whaler Bill, a man with 
shifty eyes and no forehead to speak of, was 
explaining for the fiftieth time how he had 
^‘struck the rise” 
stand out of the general babel and listen, when 
the company was interrupted by a loud strange 
voice sounding above the din and asking 
whether a camp was to be had.
to any one who cared to
168 At ^Priendly Point.
Immediately every head was turned towards 
the door where a tall man stood.
“ Come in, matey, come and do a nobbier. 
It’s my shout,” Whaler Bill hiccoughed.
“ Don’t mind if I do,” the stranger answered 
as he came across to the bar and called for 
whisky. Then he glanced round at his com­
panions.
" We’re all mates ’ere, and I’m Whaler Bill. 
Who the ’ell are you” the entertainer asked 
as he stood uneasily swaying to and fro with 
his shifty eyes blinking at the newcomer.
Carey bumped the whisky bottle on the 
counter.
“ ’Ere’s your drink, mister,” he said.
“ Thanks,” the stranger drawled as he turned 
and poured out his nip. “ Here’s fun,” he 
said as he raised the glass to his lips.'
“ But who the ’ell are you ? ” Whaler Bill 
repeated with a snarl in his voice.
“ I want quarters for the night,” the stranger 
said to Carey, ignoring the repeated question.
“What name.^” Carey Inquired, his muddled 
brain resenting the man’s indifference to the 
question asked by the one who was affording 
the evening’s entertainment.
“ My name is Major,” he said in his heavy, 
drawling voice.
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“ Oh, a milingtary josser, eh ? What regi­
ment?” the Whaler exclaimed, lurching towards 
him, the other men looking on oblivious to 
everything else but the fact that the newcomer 
had not shouted yet.
The man looked at his interrogator and 
smiled as he answered, “ Unattached.”
The Whaler straightened himself up and 
was about to plunge into further eloquence 
when he was cut short by the new arrival 
turning to the bar and saying to Carey, “Set 
» »1 em up.
The company surged round, satisfied at the 
man’s bona fides now that he had shouted. He 
was a hero in a mild way before they broke up, 
and Whaler Bill’s find and generosity were 
alike forgotten in the discovery that the 
major,” as they termed him, was good for an 
unlimited number of drinks, sang some rousing 
songs, and took his liquor like a digger. 
Nobody knew where he had come from, nor 
what he had come for to that luckless, out-of- 
the-world spot ; but he settled with Mrs. Carey 
in the morning for the overnight score without 
a murmur, and the news travelled, as it only can 
travel in such places, that a capitalist had come 
on to the field and was staying at Carey’s Rest.
The enthusiastic believers in the field were
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jubilant, for the arrival of a capitalist was all 
that was needed, they had argued for years, to 
make the place boom. Even the pessimists 
began to recall the many great, though bygone, 
finds that had occurred on their claims. Men 
long since lost to all conventional needs 
bethought themselves of neglected habits of 
cleanliness, and, with their ablutions, conceived 
many a brilliant lie wherewith to inveigle the 
wealthy major into part ownership in their 
claims. It was not alone the anticipated advent 
of the new chum girl upon the scene that 
caused so many to assemble round Carey’s 
verandah, and even to go so far back upon 
themselves and their principles as to abstain 
from entering the bar where Whaler Bill was 
working down the balance of his find while 
Mrs. Carey kept tally. Carey had been away 
since daybreak with the dray to bring the new 
chum and her belongings from the coach route, 
half a dozen miles away, and the major was 
in his room, writing, they were told. So they 
loafed about the place, watching one another 
lest any one should get ahead of the others 
in catching the ear of the capitalist.
When the dray arrived and the red-cheeked 
girl got out they were still waiting, and her 
dreams were given a touch of reality as she
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saw the group of men so much cleaner in 
appearance than her employer. Whaler Bill, 
hearing the dray, slouched to the bar door, and 
stood blinking and drunken.
‘‘ Who the ’ell------ ” he began, when Mrs.
Carey pushed past him and made him stagger 
into the roadway, as she hurried to greet her 
new handmaiden and effusively conduct her 
into the house.
A little while later and the major appeared 
at the door of the bar.
“ Anybody join me ” he drawled.
The united company moved forward, and 
within an hour the major realised that every­
body knew he was a man of wealth, who 
had been wise enough to come to the only 
spot on the continent where he was certain 
to make his wealth a hundredfold greater 
inside of a year, if he only bought into the 
various claims which were open to him. In 
the meantime the whisky flowed, and marvel­
lous tales were told of the discovered reefs that 
only wanted capital to make 
wide world over.
Then the new chum was 
bar by Mrs. Carey, who was 
the premises, and a silence fell upon the noisy 
tongues as the men saw her fresh-coloured face.
them famous the
brought into the 
showing her over
its roughness and its hardships, 
obliterate the stock of sentiment 
by the man when his heart is
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It was a vision that unloosened floods of for­
gotten memories, and sent minds groping back 
into the past, back to the days when boyhood 
was upon them with all its attendant joys ; 
for not even twenty years of Australian bush 
life, with 
can quite 
taken in 
young.
Whaler 
leaning over the counter, blurted out a senti­
ment that made the girl shrink. The next 
moment he was lying in a loosely huddled heap 
in a far corner, and the major, looking critically 
at his cut knuckles, drawled out, Hope it 
won’t be hydrophobia.”
* * *
Bill lurched across the room, and,
* *
Few men are inclined to quarrel with cir­
cumstances that make them heroes in the eyes 
of women and persons of opulence and power 
in the minds of their fellow-men. The quick 
resentment of the indignity offered to her made 
the major the divinity of Kate’s heart, and 
his rumoured wealth, growing by thousands 
as the story passed from one to the other, 
placed him upon the highest pedestal of fame 
amongst the diggers. The general opinion
'' The next moment he was lying in a huddled heap.”
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was consequently hurt when he turned lightly 
from the favours offered him on all sides and 
became “ mates ” with Whaler Bill.
The proceeds of the five-ounce nugget had 
gone a long time before the finder’s thirst was 
slaked, and the obtaining of more alcohol to 
keep down the craving frenzy was the chief 
aim of Whaler Bill ; it was of no importance 
to him who gave the drink so long as he 
had it, and the man who had knocked him 
down was just as good as the man who had 
picked him up while drink was to be had. 
And he had plenty from the major, until 
outraged nature could stand it no longer, and 
Whaler Bill, drink-sodden and babbling, wan­
dered away into the bush one night to escape 
the haunting phantoms that jeered around him. 
When he did not return the next morning no 
one marvelled, and a week later he was for­
gotten, for the major had melted from his 
indifference. Kate’s eyes sparkled and danced, 
and the diggers were taking to themselves 
superior airs as the capitalist visited claim after 
claim, swallowing all the yarns told him of 
the stupendous wealth lying hid in each, and 
promising endless capital for the development 
of the field.
During his absence from the bar of Carey’s
174 Friendly Point,
Rest the diggers vied with one another in 
paying homage to the rosy cheeks and bright 
eyes of the new chum girl, and envy and jealousy 
came into hearts that had not known either for 
years. But when the major appeared they fell 
away from the shrine, a discreet proceeding on 
their part, for Kate had ears and eyes only for 
one, and nobody cared to dispute his privilege, 
seeing that he was the future backbone of the 
field. Still, there are bound to be some mal­
contents even in the most loyal of communities, 
and presently a whisper got abroad, no one 
knew how, although every one knew of it—the 
major was not going to marry the girl.
Morality is not an exact science in back block 
mining camps, but where there was only one 
eligible woman and fifty eligible men, all ready 
and anxious to offer themselves, it was only 
reasonable that there should have been some 
dissatisfaction when the man selected as first 
favourite by the lady was the one who ought, 
by all rules and regulations of human ethics, to 
be absolutely disqualified from the competition. 
The whispered insinuation had gone the rounds, 
and when, one Saturday night, the bar-room 
filled up and before all eyes Kate lavished her 
smiles and graces upon the major and ignored all 
else, it held first place in each man’s mind until
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something occurred to divert it. And that was 
the re-appearance of Whaler Bill, sober and 
clean.
He came into the bar with his slouchy walk, 
and, surlily declining all offers of a drink, sat 
down in a corner, from whence he scowled across 
to where the major leaned over the rough counter 
talking and laughing with Kate.
“ What’s it to be, William” the major 
asked, as soon as he saw him.
‘‘ Don’t drink,” was growled in reply, and a 
loud shout of laughter went up. Whaler Bill 
not drinking was humorous.
But neither coaxing nor ridicule could influ­
ence him, and he sat moody and sullen until 
Carey came in to relieve his barmaid, and, freed 
from the restraint her presence imposed, the 
rough natures grew uproarious. Whaler Bill 
had to stick to his guns.
“ I won’t drink !” he yelled to the clamorous 
crowd around him. “Not with that swindling 
blackguard.”
The crowd faltered and looked round towards 
the major, silent for a moment as the whispered 
rumour sprang to life again.
“What’s that, William?” the major asked, 
in his slow, heavy voice.
Whaler Bill had risen to his feet and was
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standing, his face pale and twitching, and his 
frame trembling.
“ Don’t ‘ William ’ me. I know you, and 
so’ll the police when they come, and so’ll these 
silly fools.”
“ He’s got the horrors,” the major said to 
Carey across the bar, and the silence in the 
room enabled every one to hear the words.
“ It’s a lie ! ” Bill shouted. “ You stole my 
life when you made me steal the bank’s money, 
but Γm ready for you now. The police will 
be here soon and then------ ”
The major took a step towards him, and Bill, 
seizing a thick, heavy glass from a ledge behind 
him, hurled it at the other. But his aim was 
not true, and, flying wide of the mark, the glass 
crashed into the kerosene lamp. A moment 
later and the room was in a blaze.
In the stampede that ensued no one had 
time to think of anything but personal safety, 
for the old dry weather boards blazed up like 
matchwood, and the building was a mass of 
flames when the sobered diggers found them­
selves standing in a group opposite.
" The girl ! My God, the girl ! ” some one 
shouted, and at a window on the upper floor, 
surrounded by long, leaping tongues of flame, 
the men saw Kate standing.
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A figure broke away from the crowd and 
ran towards the burning building. He swarmed 
up one of the wooden posts that supported the 
galvanised iron verandah and scrambled on to 
the iron, already crackling with the heat.
Jump ! ” they heard him shout, and breath­
less and motionless they stood as Kate leaped 
from the window towards the major, now stand­
ing upright on the verandah roof. She touched 
the iron and lurched forward against him, and 
with a cry of horror the crowd rushed forward. 
The verandah had fallen and the two figures 
had dropped to the ground, while above them 
the front of the house swayed in the heat and 
the roar of flames that enveloped it.
No one could claim the honour of having 
dragged the two out of danger, for everybody 
seemed to have a hand in it. The major had 
fallen underneath and now lay on the ground, 
still and white. Kate, forgetful of her own 
terror in the spectacle of her unconscious 
rescuer, knelt with his head in her lap, pouring 
out all her love in appeals to him to speak.
The sound of galloping horses attracted the at­
tention of the group round the prostrate major.
“ The police,” rose to every one’s lips as two 
mounted troopers and a sergeant rode up.
“ There’s our man ! ” the sergeant exclaimed,
12 
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as he sprang from his horse and pushed his way 
towards the major. He stooped over him and 
looked at him closely. He’s only stunned,” 
he said, as he stood up. How did it happen ? ”
Twenty voices began to explain, each inco­
herent and confused.
^^He saved me from there,” Kate said as she 
nodded towards the burning building.
The sergeant said nothing, but stood looking 
down at the prostrate man, while the crowd 
glanced from him to his troopers with suspicious 
eyes. Only Kate forbore to notice them ; she 
saw no one but the man whose head rested in 
her lap. A tremor passed over his face and a 
sigh escaped his lips.
“ He’s alive,” she cried, as, with an inarticulate 
sound, he sat up and looked vacantly about him. 
The glow from the fire illumined the crowd 
around him.
‘‘ Unattached,” he murmured.
Kate’s arms went round him.
“ Not now, dear,” she said.
He turned his head and looked into her face.
“ No, not now,” he answered, with a smile.
No, not now,” the sergeant said as he stooped 
down and laid his hand on the major’s shoulder.
You are in our charge now—that little bank 
affair, you know.”
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II.
Some years after the captain’s arrival at the 
Point, Fernandey, while on a trip to the main­
land, had been kept about all the afternoon 
waiting for the rest of the crew, and when his 
patience was exhausted and he had gone in 
search of the missing pair, only to find them 
hopelessly under the influence of the wine god, 
he returned to the boat with anger in his heart 
and profanity on his lips. The wind was dying 
down with the sun, but he was too indignant 
with his quondam mates to notice the signs of 
the coming calm ; all he wanted to do was to 
get down the river on his way back to the 
Point. He had had enough of waiting, and if 
Back’us and Isters chose to go on the burst 
where they would get into trouble, instead of 
waiting until they were at the Point, it was 
their look-out, and not his. With his little 
beady eyes blinking and glittering behind their 
dusky lashes, he let go the line that held the 
boat to the shore, ran up the sails, and stood 
away down the river with what wind there was 
to be had.
Darkness comes apace in the tropic zones, 
and as soon as the sun is down the moon is up 
—if she is in season—or darkness occupies the 
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skies if she is not. This night the moon was 
young, and its silvery crescent showed in the 
heavens, cold and beautiful, even while the west 
blazed with its glow of ruddy, sensuous colour. 
Then the colour faded, and Fernandey had the 
deep shadows of the banks as his guides for 
the course he was to steer. But the faint 
breath of wind that wafted across the stream 
was of slight avail to him, and the boat did 
little more than drift, with its sails hanging 
limp and loose from its spars and stays.
It was a night to inspire the soul of a poet 
with ecstasies of rhythm and sweet modulation 
of song ; but the soul of Fernandey was not 
the soul of a poet. Neither were his thoughts 
couched in poetic language, nor his impulses to 
glory in the transcendent possibilities of things 
unborn and deeds unacted. He was angry ; 
and when Fernandey was angry his small eyes, 
blinking and sparkling as they shifted their 
gaze under the cover of his curling dusky 
lashes, were like his mind—shifting, full of 
half-formed, dark ideas and cruel desires, but 
without the steadfastness of purpose necessary 
to make them more than latent, unless oppor­
tunity were particularly kind.
The boat was drifting down the river, slowly 
and silently, and the moody occupant sat in the 
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stern puffing his pipe and bitterly reviling in 
his thoughts the two men whose outbreak had 
delayed him and made him miss the evening’s 
breeze and the best of the tide down. There 
was now not enough to waft him free of the 
stream into the bay, where he might find 
sufficient to carry him on towards the Point, 
and he was ungraciously admitting the fact that 
he would soon have to make fast somewhere till 
the tide turned to the ebb again or a breeze sprang 
up, when the boat entered a small backwash 
which struck up from the opposite high bank 
and carried the surface flotsam inshore to a 
miniature bay, upon which a little jetty, con­
structed of saplings, jutted out across the mud. 
There was enough water at the head of it to 
float the boat, and Fernandey decided to pass 
a line round one of the thin stakes and wait 
for the wind or tide.
He had let go the tiller, and had gone 
forward to clear away a line, as the boat was 
some ten yards away from the jetty, glancing 
the while at the outline of the structure, visible 
in a dim and ghostly way under the light of the 
pale, thin moon, for a suitable stake to which 
he could make fast. Then his blood for a 
moment froze.
From out of the shadow cast by the trees that
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fringed the river’s bank, and into the pale 
moonlight, there rushed a female form. Her 
hair streamed loose, her hands were clasped 
to her brow, and her bare arms glistened in 
the light above her head ; her dress waved and 
flickered as she sped along the cranky, flimsy 
woodwork of the jetty, which trembled and 
shivered under her rapid tread. It was only 
a few yards in length, and before the startled 
watcher could regain his power to speak, the 
woman fell headlong from the unprotected end 
as though she had not seen what lay beyond. 
The splash of her fall was the only sound, 
and Fernandey felt the boat lift and heel as 
the ripples caused by the plunge travelled over 
the surface. Then the slumbering seed of 
humanity which is planted in every heart, good 
or bad, virtuous or vicious, sprang into action, 
and—his anger forgotten—Fernandey leaned 
over the side of the boat and watched for the 
body to rise, ready to throw his line or plunge 
into the stream as the case required.
A white patch loomed in the water, and a 
struggling, confused mass of clothes and writhing 
limbs rose to the surface. The arms were 
thrown up in the air with the usual perversity 
of drowning persons, and the cry for help was 
smothered into a gurgle by the water that 
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flooded the mouth as soon as it was opened. 
But Fernandey was prompt, and the line fell 
across the arms and was clutched with the 
desperation of terror. A moment later and 
he had her alongside the boat, and she was 
struggling and clinging with her arms round 
his neck and her eyes staring wildly from 
her head, while words, broken and incoherent, 
came from her lips.
You all right. No fear now,” muttered 
Fernandey, as he strove to free the arms from 
around his neck, so as to be able to get her 
into the boat. But her terror was too intense 
for her to heed, and a shriek of agony went 
out on the night.
“No ! no ! Save me, save me ! 
your slave, I will ! I’ll 
anything, but save me ! 
me ! ” she cried.
“ All right ; you all 
in boat by-and-by,” 
strove to get farther aft before lifting her in. 
The main sheet checked him, and with one 
hand he had to let it go before he could force 
the shaking, terror-stricken girl along the side 
of the boat to the stern. Then he strove to 
lift her, and called on her to help him. But 
she only clung to him the more.
I’ll be 
die for you, I’ll do 
Oh, great God, save
right. You get um 
replied Fernandey, as he
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“Now you lift, too,” he gasped, for the 
weight and the tightness of her grasp were 
beginning to tell on him.
The girl’s arms dropped limp from his neck, 
and her head fell back on his arms.
“You silly fool, you no die now !” he 
exclaimed, and, exerting all his strength, he 
pulled the seeming lifeless figure on to the 
taffrail, and then hauled her, weak, wet, and 
helpless, on to the combing of the stern sheets. 
She lay where he placed her, and he thought 
that she was dead.
“ You dead ? ” he asked. “ You dead ? ” 
And he peered down into the still, white face 
that was not entirely without a comeliness of its 
own. You like ’um rum ”
He did not wait for an answer to the last 
question, but suited his actions to the word, 
and, going forward to where the rum-keg was 
stored, drew off some of the liquor in a pannikin. 
As he rose to bring it to her, he noticed that 
the boat was drifting close in to the bank and 
setting up the river again, so he hastily threw 
his anchor over and let go the sails before he 
went aft again.
The girl lay as he left her, and, lifting her 
head on his arm, he poured some of the rum 
into her mouth and waited for developments. 
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As she still lay quiet, he forced a little more 
of the rum between her lips and watched her. 
A huge weight seemed to rise from his heart 
as she drew a gasping sigh, and, raising the 
pannikin to his own lips, he drained it before 
he set it down on the seat beside him, and 
employed both his hands in raising her into a 
sitting position.
“ That’s better ; now you all right, missis,” 
he said, as she straightened herself up and 
opened her eyes. “ Now you plenty lively, 
eh?”
“ I don’t remember,” she said, as she looked 
at him with big, startled eyes. “ Oh, so cold ! ” 
she moaned, as a shiver passed over her.
“ You take—what you take ? More rum, 
eh ? ” said Fernandey, as he reached out for the 
pannikin.
“ Rum !* Rum ? ” she said inquiringly. 
Then, as if a curtain were raised from before 
her mind, she screamed, and, pressing her hands 
to her brow as she had them when she came 
down the jetty, she exclaimed, “ Rum ? No, 
no ! Curse the stuff, no ! Remember now ; 
I remember. Oh ! why didn’t you let me die ? ” 
she added, turning fiercely on Fernandey, with 
clenched hands and blazing eyes.
“ Why you want ’um die ? ” he said, “ You 
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young, you pretty/’ and he smiled at her 
through the moonlight, as the warm spirit in­
fused life into his heart and drove away the 
fear that had so lately been there.
“ Pretty ! ” she replied bitterly. “ Yes, that’s 
it—pretty. That’s it, pretty and young ; pretty 
and young------ ”
“ Like um little flower/’ interrupted Fernan­
dey, with a giggle.
“ Yes ; to be picked and sniffed at and 
looked at, and then chucked into the gutter,” 
retorted the girl savagely. “To be driven to 
drink and death, eh ? Like ’um little flower ! 
Look here, mister, whoever you are ; you’ve 
pulled me out of the water all right, and Γm 
not obliged for it, neither. I remember it now. 
I didn’t mean to go in there ; but there were 
things in the house and in the air, and they 
were laughing and jeering at me, and I ran 
away from them, and they ran after me till it 
was all cold—cold—like this,” and the girl 
folded her arms together and shivered.
“ You put ’um blanket round,” said Fernan­
dey, as he passed one to her. There was no 
need to tell him any more about the things in 
the house and in the air ; he had personal 
reminiscences of them, and he understood how 
matters were.
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You make um plenty warm ; and by-and- 
by you go sleep and wake up all right.”
‘‘You ain’t a bad sort, mister, bar your 
colour ; for you seem a bit dark to me. But 
there—what’s colour.^ But there—where am 
I goin’ to ? ” she suddenly exclaimed, rousing 
herself up and looking round over the side of 
the boat. “ This ain’t a house. Where am I ? ”
“You all right; you in my boat. And 
by-and-by in morning you wake up all well, 
and go ashore home again.”
“Home again ! ” and she laughed a mirth­
less, bitter laugh. “You fool! I’ve no home 
—unless there’s one up there for such as me,” 
and she looked up at the moonlit sky. 
“ There’s none down here,” she added sadly.
“ Oh, you go sleep ; you want ’um sleep ; 
you plenty tired,” said Fernandey, leaning for­
ward, and reaching out with his hand he 
drew the blanket round the girl’s neck and 
turned a loose corner of it over her head.
“ You ain’t a bad sort, darkie. You are a 
darkie, ain’t you ? ” the girl inquired drowsily, 
as she lay back with the blanket drawn closely 
round her, and her eyes, sombre in the in­
distinct light, fixed on the form of the man 
stooping above her—for she could see little 
more than the form.
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The reaction was setting in, and the raging 
madness that had driven her along the silent 
roadway beside the river bank and ultimately 
out on the crazy little jetty and over the end of 
it into the water, was dying as the demon of 
alcohol began to lose its grip and allow her to 
recover herself before another paroxysm broke 
out. But, as the madness meant action, so 
reaction meant inaction, and as the fever of 
drink lost its hold slumber came on, and the 
victim, forgetting the strain and the excite­
ment of the past few hours, the wet coldness of 
her clothes, her lonely plight, and everything 
else, yielded herself to the soft, seductive im­
pulse of the moment and slept.
Fernandey watched her as she lay, and marked 
the dark lines of shade cast upon her cheeks by 
the lashes that rimmed the closed eyes, and as 
he watched he thought.
The humpy at the Point was very lonely, 
and the life he led was hard for a son of a 
Southern clime and a dark-skinned race, with 
whom celibacy is only appropriate in the 
cloister or the grave. It was all very well for 
Back us and Tsters, and even for the captain ; 
they could manage to jog along by themselves, 
for there was no richness in their blood, no 
romance, no chivalry.
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Now, here was a forlorn and solitary damsel, 
and a pretty damsel, too—and he leaned for­
ward to touch her cheeks with his rough-skinned 
hand—and she had said she had no home. 
No home ! Nowhere that she could go 
and feel that she was where she had a right 
and none could dispute it with her ! No­
where that she could gather all that she 
treasured, and tend and care for them ! Why, 
surely, that could not be so in a city of 
thousands of homes.
Well, there was the humpy at the Point, and 
enough to eat and drink—a little less of the 
latter would be no drawback—and if it were 
not enough to make a home, why, there was 
himself and all the fire of his Southern nature 
and the warmth of a Southern heart. Carried 
away by the fancy of the moment, Fernandey 
extended his arms and smiled at the sleeping 
figure. No responsive gesture came from her, 
and he leaned forward again to trace the outline 
of her face with his roughened hand and test 
if she really were asleep. Still no response, save 
the heavy, regular breathing, and Fernandey, 
moved to reverence at the thought of her 
beauty gracing the humpy at the Point, raised 
his hat from his head to invoke the blessings 
of the saints upon her. As he turned his face
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to the heavens, he paused. A faint breath of 
wind fanned his cheek.
He felt embarrassed. The wind was favour­
able for the mouth of the river, and the tide 
would soon be on the turn, but the sleeping girl 
would expect to find herself, when she awakened, 
in the same place as where she went to sleep. 
Well, so she would ; she would still be in the 
boat, and Fernandey chuckled. Besides, in the 
middle of the bay she would not have so much 
to say on her side of the question, supposing 
that she objected, as she would on the river 
bank, within coo-ee of the town.
“No, that all right, my word,” he muttered 
to himself, as he nodded and smiled at her. 
“You go sleep—no home; you wake up— 
plenty home.”
The small kedge that did duty for an anchor 
in the river was soon hauled in and the jib run 
up ; and a few minutes after Fernandey dis­
covered the breeze as he invoked the blessing 
his boat was slowly making its way down the 
river with the girl still sleeping, wrapped in 
the blanket, and with an extra comfort in the 
form of Fernandey’s big coat thrown over her.
No one was exactly certain what took place 
when the girl awakened, but when the boat 
subsequently arrived at the Point the inhabitants
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were surprised to find that she carried the un­
usual freight of a lady passenger. Fernandey 
precipitated matters by informing the crowd, 
after handing his companion gallantly ashore, 
that he and she had struck up mates in the 
town, that a reverend father had sent them off 
with a blessing as Mr. and Mrs. Don Fernandey 
to take the lead in society at the Point and 
raise the tone of the place by representing the 
bonds of holy wedlock.
The absence of Back’us and lsters was un­
explained by the bride or the bridegroom, and 
as they marched off solemnly, arm-in-arm, to 
the humpy—Fernandey feared an outbreak of 
levity, and had recourse to solemnity to prevent 
it—the inhabitants stood gazing in vacant 
astonishment.
Then some one turned to the boat, which had 
merely been run on to the sand by Fernandey, 
and discovering the keg of rum in the bows, 
seized it as he exclaimed, “ ’Ere, wot sort, 
boys ? ’Ere’s to our nooly-wedded couple,” 
and set off to a neighbouring humpy, with the 
rest of the settlement at his heels. The keg 
was a weighty handicap, so he turned and 
planted it on the ground, and, sitting on it, 
called attention to the fact that the boat was 
not yet hauled up. There was a brief rough-
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and-tumble, for the sight of a full keg sent the 
spirits of the residents up to the zenith, and 
then the men returned to the boat, and, running 
her well up on the sand above high-water mark, 
took charge of the keg and proceeded to honour 
the arrival of Mr. and Mrs. Don Fernandey in 
typical Point fashion.
III.
Mrs. Don Fernande y was a decided acquisi­
tion at the Point, and the influence of the 
woman was such that all unconsciously the 
inhabitants of the settlement straightened them­
selves up a bit, for the community owned her 
supremacy as queen directly they saw her— 
just as Quart-pot Creek had done before her 
dreams were shattered by the fall of her 
betrayer.
When Back’us and Isters arrived on the next 
journey the boat made from town the little 
community had undergone a startling, even if 
temporary, change. The boat’s crew, when 
they first met the pair of disconsolates sitting 
on the bank at the landing place, thirsty and 
penniless, had indulged in an amount of out­
spoken banter at the evident effect the wedding 
had had upon the two best men, and the 
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subsequent incarceration that had resulted from 
their pledging the newly-married couple too 
deeply and sincerely in town, instead of waiting 
till they arrived at the Point, where they could 
have done it free of danger. But the dis— 
consolâtes were nonplussed. They knew of 
no wedding, and were too weary of the restrain­
ing influence of the lock-up to care much about 
jest or joke, especially when they were dry. 
So explanations followed, and each party grew 
in surprise—one that the other knew nothing of 
the wedding and the other at the wedding itself.
“ Oh, we’re mighty tony now, you take your 
colonial,” said one of the crew. “ There ain’t 
no holdin’ the cap’n—’elmet and town pants 
every day ; and as for Fernandey—well, we 
ain’t in it, we ain’t. Mrs. Fernandey, she’s 
a daisy, she is ; and, my word, you see her on 
the sand—she’s just running the Point for all 
it’s worth ! ”
‘‘ Does she go her share at the keg ? ” 
inquired the bibulous Back’us, his mind turning 
in the direction where there was the most 
interest for him.
Rum ? Not much ! And old Fernandey’s 
got to keep off, too—least, he did with the keg 
he brought down ; but you bet we had no 
objection,” was the answer.
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And the others ? ” inquired Isters, looking 
suggestively at the spokesman of the crew.
‘^Oh, them! Well, it ain’t come to 
as yet, but they ain’t friends, all the 
Wimmin’s wimmin, and if white uns 
hit it off in bunches, how’s white and 
goin’ to get along ? ” and with this 
swerable conundrum the man turned the 
conversation.
Blowed if I don’t have a cut-in at it 
myself! ” remarked Isters, half to himself.
What at ? ” inquired Back’us, turning and 
looking Isters straight between the eyes.
“ What d’yer think ? ” he answered. “ I 
ain’t such a bad-looking bloke when it comes 
to a mash, and if I ain’t a cut above a tarred 
Indian—well, Γm one myself, that’s all ! ”
‘‘ Look here, young fellow, my lad,” said 
one of the crew, you sail your own boat 
and keep out of the other fellow’s moorings. 
We don’t want no divorce court down over 
yonder ; and, I tell you, Fernandey ain’t the 
clean potato. Tar’s awkward stuff to get off 
your fingers, you take my tip. The cap’n’s 
getting himself a bit disliked as it is, and I 
reckon another one on the board will just about 
fix the darkie’s onion.”
“ Who cares for himIt’s fair and fair at
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the Point with us, and I reckon it’s fair and fair 
with the rest too, if they like to make it so,” 
retorted Isters.
Well, we don’t want no bloomin’ divorce 
courts nor inquidges over yonder—we ain’t 
rogues and vagabonds the same as them that 
lives in town,” said the other.
Oh, my troubles ! ” said Isters, with a 
laugh.
The laugh did not come so freely to his lips 
when, on the arrival of the boat at the Point, 
he saw the newcomer and recognised in her 
the girl whom he had left broken-hearted at 
Quart-pot Creek four years before on the 
night that the police had caught him. But 
she met his glance without a shade of recogni­
tion, and Isters felt abashed for the moment, 
and then piqued to think that he could have 
been so soon forgotten.
Perhaps it was that she had other interests 
to absorb her mind, for she had already started 
a crusade against the usual linguistic form of 
expression at the Point. Beginning at her 
lord and master, she soon exerted a corrective 
influence over him. Not that she was a stranger 
to strong language ; Fernandey knew differently 
to that. But when she had brought him under 
the curb of her control she wanted something
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else to tinker at and interfere with, so she set 
out to worry round what other people were 
after, just for the reason that she was a woman 
and had been given her own way a little. She 
wanted to make that little more now that she 
had succeeded, for with her success she was 
disappointed. It was the easiness of the thing 
that disappointed her ; the object achieved was 
nothing, as it always is and always will be to 
the feminine mind. It disappointed her woman’s 
nature that she had beaten instead of having 
been beaten, and at the same time it puffed 
up the abnormal instincts born of the confidence 
placed in her by others, a confidence that she 
knew to be misplaced, and a confidence in one 
whom she knew to be unworthy of it. So she 
went a step farther and tyrannised over the 
community.
To win her estimation most of the men 
humoured her, for the slumbering faculty of 
woman-worship, dormant in each rough heart 
since the days that their mothers’ sway had 
reigned, budded again into life under the 
influence of this one rose, bruised and crumpled 
though it were, that Fate had thrown into 
their circle. Certain dark princesses of the 
blood felt disposed to question the right of a 
foreign importation to monopolise the power
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of command in a territory they had made 
peculiarly their own, in addition to inheriting 
from their fathers ; but the white men had 
profited by the example of their predecessors 
in the affections of these sable daughters, and 
the impact of a waddy and a dusky-haired 
head in more than one humpy soon subdued 
the tokens of incipient revolt.
There was, however, some resistance offered 
to her in the early days of her efforts at reform. 
The political development of the locality had 
not progressed sufficiently far to boast of a 
recognition of the ballot, so the question was 
made one of party division until it was 
discovered that there was a majority on her 
side, and, as a compromise between the extreme 
oppositionists and the reformers, a latitude of 
an oath an hour was arranged. If that were 
not sufficient to relieve his feelings, there was 
a little spit running out into the bay, well out 
of earshot of the camp, which was proclaimed 
open territory and upon which the user of 
profanity could vent his fury to the waters and 
the sky. But swearing in solo is a monotonous 
business, and the spit was rarely tenanted after 
a week or so.
Then Mrs. Don Fernandey drew the line at 
rum. It was an audacious act, and one that 
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nearly cost her the supremacy over the rough, 
ill-scarred hearts that owned her sway. But 
she triumphed.
There were three members of the com­
munity who gave her the most trouble in that 
respect.
Back’us, in his lazy, good-natured way, shirked 
the contest at the settlement and gratified his 
wishes at the town, so that he only came into 
the question in a half-and-half measure. Snaky 
Dick stolidly opposed her, and, when occasion 
offered, brought rum—in small quantities—to 
the camp, and rolled in simulated intoxication 
past her humpy door. But Isters was the worst 
of them all, for he promised reform, fell as 
often as his mate obtained the wherewithal— 
with money jointly contributed—and met her 
upbraidings and remonstrances with ridicule 
and levity. Isters was, consequently, for the 
time, the care of her existence, and the one 
man in the settlement who was mostly in her 
mind. It was a test of strength, the test that 
she was hungering for, and had Fernandey been 
wise in his generation he would have started a 
test too. But he was not so well versed in the 
eccentricities of the feminine mind and only 
reasoned as most men do—that what they like 
themselves is what the woman likes also, and
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that what pleases them pleases the woman also. 
And like most men, he miscalculated.
Isters was having his “cut-in” after his own 
ideas, and recommenced his campaign against 
the lady’s heart by opposing her in all her 
efforts at reform. He was the most frequent 
occupant of the spit of sand, and the longest 
in possession of it at the time when the crusade 
against strong language was going on, and 
there was much persuasion used by Mrs. Don 
Fernandey upon the seemingly impervious Isters 
before he forsook the habit of his youth. And 
in the using of that persuasion there were many 
opportunities to try conclusions with the fair 
in a veiled and covert sort of way, and they 
were all taken advantage of by Isters. But he 
found more than he calculated for. Mrs. Don 
Fernandey, for the first few weeks, at all events, 
held her rescuer in high estimation, and having 
accepted his name and the shelter of his roof, 
she had boundless intentions of remaining as 
she was for the rest of her days. The overtures 
that Isters made, or essayed to make, under the 
shadow of the veiled and covert importunities, 
were thoroughly understood, and, under a 
different set of conditions, might have been 
appreciated at first sight. As it was they were 
allowed to pass unnoticed, and that sublime
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simulation of ignorance which is the birthright 
of woman, from the empress to the beggar­
maiden, fenced and parried all the thrusts that 
the brain of Isters could conceive, though the 
process only made his anxiety the more to 
tear away the cloak of feminine duplicity that 
shrouded the woman’s heart and boldly look 
upon it and see it as it really was—a state of 
affairs of which Mrs. Don Fernandey was 
probably fully aware.
By the time that he had capitulated over the 
language question and had forsworn the habit 
that was forbidden, he had made progress 
sufficient to see a quick glance thrown into 
his eyes now and again, and to read that there 
was something more than mirth in the smile 
that rippled her lips and was so promptly 
banished when he smiled in answer. Encouraged 
and emboldened, he was prepared, when the 
rum dispute came along, for a more prolonged 
struggle, and determined upon working up the 
situation for a final test before yielding to the 
demands of the reformer. With Snaky Dick 
as a willing though unwitting assistant, and an 
extra prospective prize for the party of reform 
when the flag was hauled down from their 
establishment, he was well armed.
Had Fernandey been inclined to entertain 
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any suspicion that there was an enemy to his 
happiness in the camp, he would not have 
selected Isters as the most probable. The 
persistent ignoring of the anti-profanity edict, 
and the continued imbibing by that worthy, 
satisfied him that whatever Mrs. Don Fernandey 
might think of Isters, Isters thought very little 
of Mrs. Don Fernandey. Men nurse and feed 
the adder that bites them even in such places 
as Friendly Point.
As matters stood, there was only one indi­
vidual who caused him the slightest uneasiness, 
and that was the town-gadding captain, who, 
on the occasion of his last visit to the scenes 
of his earlier associations, had done what no 
one at the Point had ever heard of his doing 
before. He had always been ‘‘ putee on too 
muchee side jam,” with Mrs. Don Fernandey, 
as Fernandey explained, and after her arrival 
had persistently worn the helmet and the tweed 
clothes of civilisation. Moreover, he had daily 
passed the Fernandey humpy and, pausing at 
the door, had inquired after the state of the 
lady’s health. He had also lent her some old 
illustrated papers, and, on his return from the 
town trip, had brought her back a token of his 
esteem, he told her, in the form of a pair of 
white satin shoes. True, they were far too 
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small for her to wear, and had high, pointed 
heels and thin, papery-looking soles that would 
have had but a short history against the hot, 
sandy soil of Friendly Point ; but still it was 
an encroachment on the Fernandey reserve 
which roused the anger and brooding suspicion 
of the lord of the household. Had he known 
that the shoes had inadvertently been left by 
the previous tenant in the room that the captain 
occupied at his hotel, and had, in a moment 
of inspired generosity, been put in the captain’s 
valise with the intention of reserving and pre­
serving them for their rightful owner, only 
to be found there after the return to the Point, 
an unanswerable conundrum, he might have 
been slightly mollified. But he knew nothing 
more than the fact of the presentation and was 
satisfied, so far as his jealousy was concerned, 
to let the matter of knowledge stand at that. 
Jealousy did to fill in odd hours of leisure and 
employ his imagination in between whiles, and 
he would have felt lonely without it after a 
time, so he kept it to himself and hugged it 
to his breast, keeping a vigilant eye on the 
captain—where there was no danger—and 
allowing the real line of attack to be unguarded 
and unprotected.
The Point, collectively, had been sober for a
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fortnight, and two trips had been made to town 
without any rum being brought back, and Mrs. 
Don Fernandey was—as women will when they 
get their own way—beginning to plume herself 
unduly. Fernandey was certainly cleaner than 
he used to be, and there was more self-assertive­
ness in his manner and tone of voice on the 
beach amongst the Pointers ; but as he neared 
the door of his humpy, where Mrs. Don 
Fernandey reigned, he lost a good deal of it, 
and assumed a gentle, unostentatious air. For 
the lady who ruled the settlement had effectively 
tried her ’prentice hand upon her rescuer, and 
Fernandey, had he voiced the inner conscious­
ness that kept away down in the recesses of 
his heart, would have expressed a doubt whether 
the results had quite justified the anticipations 
he had formed on that eventful night when 
the soft breeze fanned his cheek as he raised 
his hat to invoke a blessing upon his sleeping 
charge. As there was no doubt who ruled in 
the settlement, so there was no doubt who ruled 
in the Fernandey household, but the male 
element had not as yet had time to assert itself 
against the usurpation of authority. With time 
and irritation bred of monotonous subjugation, 
it might have come about that the balance 
would have swung over ; but, failing these two
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prime causes, Fernandey did not groan beneath 
the yoke that he had as yet barely begun to feel, 
for the change was great between a lonely her­
mitage and the companionship even of a shrew, 
and the pleasures of the latter had much to do 
before they ran themselves out and descended 
to the level of the former. Had he known it, 
he was not entirely contented with his lot any 
more than he had been with the previous one ; 
but, then, he did not know it, and so, when 
later events transpired, he felt himself an in­
jured, and not a benefited, man.
The Point had been sober for a fortnight, 
when Isters and Snaky Dick passed round the 
word that there would be rum in their humpy, 
and a social flutter in the evening. The in­
vitations were sent round, and not even the 
Fernandey household was omitted. The mes­
sage, which was delivered during the mid-day 
meal by no less a person than the captain, in­
cluded a special mention of Mrs. Don Fernandey.
How dare you ! ” she replied indignantly.
‘‘ Madam, for the fair one dares anything,” 
responded the captain gallantly, bowing and 
smirking at the wrathful lady.
Lookee ’ere you, suppose you make um 
tracks—suppose you go tell them drunk men 
to go to------ ”
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“Hush, hush, Fernandey,” interrupted the 
captain, holding up a warning hand, and 
shaking his head slowly, as he looked at him 
reprovingly. “ You must go to the spit for 
that. Shall I tell them that you are coming— 
both coming ? ” he said, turning to the lady.
“ Yes, we’re coming. Oh yes, we’ll come 
—rather ! Say I’ll be there in half-an-hour,” 
she replied hotly.
“ What for ? ” jerked out Fernandey, turning 
his beady little eyes towards her.
“ Oh, you shut up ; this is my business,” 
she answered testily.
“ This is your business, eh ? Oh, all right, 
we see. Your business ! ” and Fernandey strove 
to work himself up into a rage. “ Suppose I 
bring you here and let you live here for fun, 
eh.? Your business, eh ? You go along a 
quiet track, now, or you see who boss here.”
“ Shut up ! ” retorted the lady, evidently 
more concerned with the message that she had 
received than by the anger of Fernandey.
" You tell me shut up, eh ” cried Fernandey. 
“ You—you----- ”
“ Yes ; you do ! ” she put in, as he hesitated. 
“ You do ; and in this house ; and I’ll show 
you ! ” and she took a step towards him.
“ Tut, tut, my dear friends ! Now, my
2o6
dear, eh ? ” muttered Fernandey, 
breath.
lovers and sweethearts, like you, 
quarrel, you know. What would
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dear Fernandey ; now, my dear young lady,” 
began the captain.
“ Your 
under his
“ Why, 
must not 
all the Point say if they heard of it—although 
they never will from me, you know—but 
suppose they did ? Why, it would never do— 
where would the example go to ? ” and the 
captain tried to smile and soothe the ruffled 
feelings of the household. “ But there—there 
—now ; hadn’t we better make it up again 
and have no more ? Fernandey, we’ll take a 
little something to heal the breach. Where’s 
your little bottle, Fernandey ? ” he went on.
Fernandey looked surly, but held his peace, 
for he did not like the look in his partner’s 
eyes, and fancied that discretion was the better 
part of valour where it meant an opportunity 
to watch and see what took place between the 
pair he suspected. There might be some more 
fuel for his jealousy to be had.
Mrs. Don Fernandey laughed.
“ Don’t talk nonsense, cap’n,” she said.
“ Nonsense ! Why, who could talk nonsense 
to one who is------ ”
“ Stow it ! ” interrupted the lady.
commenced
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‘^But, my dear madam, I must speak the 
truth ; and I must also deliver the message 
that I had to bring. Will you honour the 
assemblage ? ”
“ You go tell ’um- 
Fernandey.
‘‘ Go and tell them they are mean and 
cowardly swabs, and I’ll show them what ! ” 
said Mrs. Fernandey. And the captain, thinking 
matters were growing ^‘slightly vulgar,” as 
he said to himself when he got outside, took 
advantage of the opportunity to retire. As 
he walked on to the humpy of Isters and 
Snaky Dick he mused that there was a chance 
of something lively taking place at the Point 
in a few days’ time. “ Those half-breed devils 
always are treacherous and jealous over nothing ; 
but, thank the stars, it’s nothing to do with 
me,” he thought.
Mrs. Don Fernandey was as good as her 
word, and in little more than half an hour was 
at the door of the humpy where Isters and 
Snaky Dick resided. Fernandey had expressed 
the intention of accompanying her, but a snap 
and a snarl had impressed him with sufficient 
force to warrant a change of views, and he had 
stayed behind instead.
So you think you are going to play up just 
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as you like, do you ? ” she began as soon as she 
caught sight of the figure of a man lying back 
on a stretcher in a corner of the humpy.
He did not move and she looked round for 
the other. Not seeing him she stepped inside 
and approached the figure.
“ Here, you, get up, do you hear .? ” she 
exclaimed.
The man turned quickly, and springing to 
her side caught her by the hands.
“ Kate,” he exclaimed, “ Kate, I can’t stand 
it longer. You------ ”
The woman drew back with set lips and 
frowning brows.
“ Leave me go,” she said in a hard voice.
“ No, I won’t leave you go. You’re mine, 
now and for ever. Who’s that------ ”
“ Leave me go,” the woman repeated. “ You 
lied.”
“ I did not. I said I would come back and I 
did, but you had gone. Then I don’t know 
what I did till I found you here and you 
scorned me.”
“ You lied,” she said again. “ And I believed 
you,” she added with a catch in her voice.
“ It was not my fault. It was Whaler Bik 
who put me away. But I never took on------ ’
The woman stopped him with a shudder.
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“ What was I to do ? ” she said bitterly. “ I 
believed that you were a gentleman.”
“ So I was—once,” he answered with a shamed 
look on his face.
“Yes, once,” she said in a rasping tone. 
“And once I was good—till I met you and 
believed you.”
He let her hands go and drew back from 
her.
“ I know, Kate. The blame’s all mine,” he 
said.
“ And now you want—he saved my life when 
I tried to kill myself after the baby died,” she 
went on fiercely. “ I lived for the little chap 
while he lasted, and when he went------ ”
“Don’t,” the man exclaimed as he stood in 
front of her with tight clenched hands and 
bowed head.
“ Yes, he saved my life,” she continued, 
looking at the man who shrank before her with 
a curious light in her eyes. “He saved my 
life.”
“ So did I,” he exclaimed with a backward 
fling of his head. “So did I.”
He saw the light that was in her eyes and he 
seized her hands again.
“ Kate,” he said, “ give me a chance.”
It was improper ; it was unfair ; it was
14
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against all rule and teaching ; but it was grandly 
feminine when the woman met his eyes with a 
smile on her lips.
“ I could never bear you hate,” she said 
brokenly.
“ But what would Fernandey say ? ” remarked 
a voice behind them ; and, as they turned round 
suddenly in their surprise, with arms still around 
each other, they saw the old captain standing in 
the doorway with a broad smile on his face.
“ Oh, my ! What’ll we do now ? ” exclaimed 
Mrs. Don Fernandey, as she clutched Isters 
closely.
“ Look here, cap’n,” commenced Isters.
“ Oh, my dear fellow, I know—I know. Γve 
been there myself in my day, so that’s all right ; 
but still, the door was open, you know, and I 
wanted to tell you about the spree,” said the 
captain.
“ There ain’t no spree,” said Isters warmly ; 
and Mrs. Don Fernandey tightened her grasp 
on his arm.
“ No spree But you’ve got the rum ! ” 
exclaimed the captain, taking a step into the 
humpy.
“Well, we’ll pour it on the sand,” answered 
Isters.
“ You’ll do what—waste it, Isters ? No ! ” 
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said the captain, drawing himself up, and speak­
ing with dignified precision.
“ Well, I say I will,” replied Isters.
“But, my dear Isters, it would be a waste; 
and one doesn’t know when it might not be 
wanted. It’s all right for you ; you’ve got 
other consolations. But, for the others—me, 
for example. Our hopes have been raised ; our 
anticipations excited. I have even worked for 
you. I have invited the camp ; what am I to 
say to them now.^ ” asked the captain.
“ Give it him,” whispered Mrs. Don 
Fernandey.
“ Look here, cap’n. Square’s square, ain’t 
it Well, now, you haven’t seen anything— 
leastways, not what you need talk about for a 
week or so—and when the boys come around 
there ain’t got to be no rum in the place. I 
don’t want it, and I shall have to pour it 
out if it stays there another hour. There 
it is, under Snaky Dick’s stretcher,” said 
Isters.
“ But Snaky Dick ? ” queried the captain.
“ I’ll talk to him,” replied Isters.
“ Well, then, if you have made up your 
mind, I had better remove it where it can be 
emptied more conveniently, I suppose,” remarked 
the captain.
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‘‘Just as well if you do,” replied Isters. 
“ But, cap’n, square’s square ! ”
“ My boy,” answered the captain, drawing 
himself up, and placing his right hand over his 
heart,—“ My boy, can you doubt me ”
Then, having seen that the coast was clear 
outside the humpy, he shouldered the keg, 
and, striking into the bush behind the hut, 
proceeded safely and unnoticed to the small 
edifice that he occupied in bachelor and solitary 
grandeur.
“ I knew there was something in the wind,” 
he said to himself ; “ but, thank the stars, 
Γm not in it—except for this,” and he gazed 
admiringly at the keg as he rolled it beneath the 
shelter of his stretcher.
IV.
It was an unusual thing for the captain to 
receive a letter a month or so after he had 
expended his remittance balance in the town; 
and when one was brought to him by Back’us, 
who had been away with the boat a week 
after the capitulation of Isters and the van­
quishing of his conqueror, he felt that some­
thing untoward was about to happen. But 
his fears were dispelled on opening the missive
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and reading that his agent had received on his 
behalf a windfall in the shape of a small legacy, 
which was available for expenditure if desirable.
It was desirable—very desirable, the captain 
thought, and he determined to go at once to 
the scene of operations and demonstrate how 
desirable it was. He went out and inquired 
whether there would be a boat going up the 
following day, but only to learn that there would 
be none for three or four.
“ But I want to get to town at once,” remon­
strated the captain.
^^Well, Γm going over the bay in my 
dinghy,” remarked Isters, and if you care to 
come in her Γll land you near enough to get a 
lift up to town, or you can tramp it.”
The captain did not admire the suggestion, 
but still, there was money to be spent, and he 
was so fond of spending.
‘^All right, Γll go,” he said; and it was 
arranged to start soon after daylight in the 
morning.
The captain went home and drew some rum 
from the carefully-guarded keg, and decided 
that he would bury the remainder a foot beneath 
the sandy floor of his humpy. It would be 
useful when he came back, he thought.
Since discovering the way in which Mrs, Don
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Fernandey influenced Isters to forswear the rum­
keg, the captain had been the object of much 
solicitation on the part of the lady, for she 
reasoned that it would be just as well to keep 
in with the old man, seeing that matters were 
not quite ripe enough for the denouement which 
would succeed the relation of his experience 
to the community, and especially to Fernandey. 
Her interest in him, and the kindly bearing 
towards him when he called round in his old- 
fashioned way to inquire after the state of her 
health, kept Fernandey’s jealousy warm. The 
woman, as usual, was not long in discovering 
what was in the man’s mind, and, seeing the 
assistance that it was to her in cloaking from 
him where the danger really existed, she did 
not undeceive him, but continued to extol the 
captain and decry Isters to him.
When she heard of the projected visit to 
town, she was deeply surprised ; and Fernandey, 
who gave her the news, thought that there was 
more than surprise in her face.
Oh, what a time he’ll have ! ” she said.
P’r’aps you like ’um go too ! ” exclaimed 
Fernandey.
“ Well, you fool, what do you take me for” 
she replied. “ Wouldn’t we have a fly round, 
just!”
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It was quite enough, and Fernandey went 
out to muse in silence over the revenge that he 
would some day have on the man who sought 
to rob him of his love.
Mrs, Don Fernandey, having seen him safely 
in the distance, went by a track through the 
intervening bush to a spot near Isters’ humpy, 
and a softly-uttered coo-ee caused her soon to 
be joined by her latest convert.
“ But it’s playing it a bit low on the cap’n, 
isn’t it ? ” she said, as a little later she turned 
to go home again.
“ Oh, he’s all right ; he’s been on the soak 
for a week, so he has had his share of the fun 
already,” replied Isters.
“ And won’t old darkie be mad ! ” laughed 
the woman.
“ Yes, I’d like to see him when he discovers 
it. He’ll get at somebody over it, sure,” said 
Isters.
“ Well, if it ain’t you or I, it don’t matter 
much, do it ? ”
“ Not to us, anyhow,” assented Isters. “ But, 
here, he’ll be on the look-out if you don’t 
hurry back. Don’t forget to get down as far 
as you can, and now, so long for the present.”
“ So long, dear,” replied Mrs. Don Fernandey, 
a∏d, with a kiss, the two separated.
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The captain must have slumbered longer 
than he intended, for he was awakened by Isters 
shaking his shoulders.
“ Hullo, hullo ! what’s up ” he exclaimed, 
as the sleep left his eyes and a flash of flame 
dazzled them. “ Here, who is it, and what’s 
the matter”
“ It’s me, cap’n—Isters ; and we’re going 
over to the mainland—that is, if you’re going 
to get up. It’s near dawn, and the tide’s just 
right, so push along, old brusher, or you’ll be 
left behind.”
“ Γm there at once, Isters ; Γm there at 
once. Of course. Very foolish of me to sleep 
so long. And, Isters, would you care for 
anything ? ”
“ Well, you know how it is, cap’n ; but if 
you have a bottle, it might go down warm out 
on the bay,” said Isters.
“ A good idea, my boy ; just leave me that 
lamp, and I’ll see to it—but there’s no one else 
about, is there”
“Oh, that’s all right. Γm the only one 
out,” replied Isters, as he set the lamp on the 
floor near the doorway, and vanished out into 
the dull, grey atmosphere, that warned the 
world that dawn would soon set in.
The captain arose from his stretcher, and, as
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a preliminary exercise, took a nip from the keg 
that lay in a little hollow under the bed, like an 
exaggerated egg in an ill-shaped nest. Re­
freshed by the spirit, he proceeded to dress in 
his town apparel, after which he folded up his 
blankets and every-day clothes into a neat pile. 
Then he sought and found a bottle in the 
shadows of the corner, and screening the lamp 
so that it did not light up all the humpy, the 
keg was carefully tilted until the bottle was full. 
That difficult operation successfully performed, 
the keg was replaced and the sand filled into 
the hole and brushed over the top till every 
evidence of the store beneath was entirely 
obliterated. The humpy was next straightened 
up—for the old man had a great idea of orderly 
neatness—and by the time that he stepped forth 
with the bottle under his coat, and the lamp, 
dimly flickering, in his hand, a cold, chill streak 
of grey was just showing in the east. The 
dinghy was resting with her nose on the sand 
and Isters standing by her—the camp was 
otherwise silent and apparently asleep.
“ Right we are, cap’n ! ” said Isters, as the 
old man strutted down across the sand. 
“ Dowse that glim, now ; it’s a pity to waste 
it.”
The captain shook the dying flame oμt of
2lδ At Friendly Point.
the lamp before he put it in the bows of the 
dinghy. Straightening himself up, he exclaimed, 
as he sniffed the morning air, “ Ah, fine morn­
ing, this ! Nothing like early rising, Isters, 
for enjoyment—nothing like it.”
“ Oh, it’s good enough,” replied the other.
“ And we’re all right, Isters, my boy ; we’re 
all right,” laughed the captain, as he opened 
his coat and discovered the bottle nestling 
beneath it. “ A little before we start, my 
boy—keep the cold out, you know, 
morning air very trying on the chest, 
a toothful, eh ? ” and he uncorked the 
and passed it over.
“ Don’t mind if I do,” replied Isters 
took the bottle and raised it to his lips.
The captain watched him anxiously, and 
his anxiety increased as he observed that his 
companion was taking a long, steady pull at it.
“ I say, my boy, it’s a long sail across. It’s 
very strong, that rum—very strong,” he said.
“It’s good stuff, right enough,” answered 
Isters, as he at length lowered the bottle and 
passed it back.
The captain took it eagerly.
“ Have you got a pannikin .'* ” he asked, as 
he held the bottle up against the light. “ It’s 
better to drink out of than a bottle, you know,”
Early
Just 
bottle
as he
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The contents had not gone down so far as 
he thought they had, so he added, ‘^Here’s 
fun ! ” and took as goodly a pull as Isters had 
done, only he swallowed where the other had 
only gammoned.”
“ Now, then, cap’n, tumble in, and Γll shove 
her off,” said Isters, as soon as the bottle was 
lowered again and the captain was wiping his 
mouth with the back of his hand.
“ Yes, my boy. Oh yes, of course ; right 
you are ! ” replied the captain, as he hastily 
corked the bottle, and, scrambling into the 
dinghy, took up his position in the stern. 
Isters pushed her off, and having run up the 
sail sat down by the side of the old man and 
took the tiller in his hands.
But the wind was light and the current was 
strong, and for half an hour they just drifted 
along the shore. The captain tried to get up 
a conversation now and again, but Isters was 
uncommunicative, and kept his attention firmly 
fixed on the beach. It was no use trying to 
stand across from where they were, he told the 
captain when the suggestion was made that they 
were losing time by standing so close in. He 
knew a spot lower down, he added, where the 
tide set right across, and from whence they 
would be able to get over in half the time.
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So the captain subsided into silence, and took 
sly pulls at the bottle without inviting the 
other to join.
They had passed round a little wooded point 
which shut out the view of the humpy on the 
beach, when Isters sent the dinghy nearer still 
to the shore. Then he stood up and gave a 
low whistle.
“ Hullo, what’s up now ? ” inquired the 
captain, brightening up out of a reverie.
“ Seeing if there’s any curlews round here,” 
replied Isters. “ There generally is, and Γm 
on to have a go at them with the gun when I 
come back, if there is. Yes, there they are ! 
Do you hear i’ ”
A faint cry seemed to come from the shadow 
of the wood that grew thick on the little 
point.
“ That’s not a curlew,” said the captain, 
listening intently.
“ Oh yes, it is ; it’s a hen just leaving her 
nest,” replied Isters. “ You listen again,” and 
he repeated his long, low whistle twice.
The captain listened with his head on one 
side, and from the shadow of the wood there 
came that soft, sad note again. Then Isters 
did something that made the captain indignant. 
He w⅛ved his hand three times in the direction 
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of a small cape that jutted out from the shore 
a mile or so farther on.
“What’s that, more curlews?” inquired the 
captain.
“ It’s to make them lie low till the evening,” 
replied Isters, still watching the shadows of the 
wood.
“ Now, don’t tell me such yarns as that, 
Isters. I’m not drunk, and not a fool, either ; 
so if you’re going to get over the bay, start off, 
and if you’re not, then get out, and I’ll sail 
myself. Curlews be damned ; it’s all tommy­
rot ! ”
“ Shut up, can’t you ! ” muttered Isters.
" What are you listening for now ? ” asked 
the captain, his curiosity overcoming his anger.
"Oh, shut up, or I’ll sling you overboard. 
Go and have another drink,” exclaimed Isters 
savagely, as he turned round on the old man.
"You need not be rude, Isters,” commenced 
the captain ; but before he could say any more 
there was another cry from the wood, and Isters, 
sitting down in his seat again, pulled the helm 
over, and, slapping the captain on the back, 
said, “ Now, old Rybuck, sling out another nip, 
and don’t talk rot. I haven’t had a nip for a 
month.”
" Until this morning,” corrected the captain.
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“ Oh, that drop don’t count. Here, I want 
a swig,” replied Isters, as he reached out for 
the bottle.
But haven’t you a pannikin ? Γve drunk 
out of the bottle, and you might not like------ ”
“ Never mind that, old sojer,” interrupted 
Isters, as he took the bottle out of the captain’s 
hands, and apparently swallowed a deep draught. 
But, I say, you are thirsty,” remonstrated 
the captain. ‘^Wouldn’t you prefer some 
water first ? ”
** Well, now, you take as big a swig,” 
answered Isters, as he handed the bottle back, 
and the captain required no second invitation.
They were half-way over to the cape when 
the sun shot up its first rays above the horizon, 
and changed the grey streak into red and pink.
“ Here’s the sun, cap’n—must drink to the 
sun,” said Isters.
“ Of course. Oh yes, that’s right,” answered 
the captain, as he fumbled for the bottle— 
for he was beginning to feel a little mixed with 
the frequent pulls he had had at it.
“ Go on ; you first this time,” said Isters.
Yes, my boy ; of course, me first,” replied 
the captain, as he took his swig, carefully corking 
the bottle and replacing it in his coat when 
he had finished. The contents were getting 
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low, and he thought that Isters was too far 
gone to notice that he had missed a drink. 
Isters said nothing, and the captain chuckled— 
there was all the more for him. Then he 
lapsed into a reverie—one of his favourite 
reveries, with little surreptitious attentions to 
the bottle under his coat, till the seat in the 
stern began to get uncomfortable and narrow, 
and he slid down into the bottom of the boat, 
with a half-muttered remark that he would 
“ have a camp ” until they arrived at the other 
side.
He saw Isters lean over and heard him say 
something, but beyond “ rum ” he caught no 
word. He explained to Isters that it was 
all right ; and to show that it was, he drew 
out the bottle and put it to his lips. When 
it fell over it was empty, and he was asleep.
“ Good iron, we’re clear away now ! ” exclaimed 
Isters, as he ran the boat straight for the cape, 
on the sandy beach of which, as the boat neared 
it, he saw the figure of Mrs. Don Fernandey. 
A few minutes more and the dinghy headed 
across the bay, with the captain lying asleep 
as ballast, Isters at the helm, and Mrs. Don 
Fernandey sitting beside him with his arm 
around her, and her head resting on his 
shoulder.
the camp ? ” he inquired of 
sat and smoked, as was his 
giving nor offering a hand 
one.
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The legacy kept the captain going for a 
couple of months, and during all that time 
he never thought nor heard of the Point. 
When he reached the end of his tether and 
had changed his last pound would be time 
enough to think of that, he had told himself 
at the commencement of his revel, and he 
rigidly kept to his word. But the last pound 
had been changed and the last of the change 
was gone, and he found himself, two months 
or so after that early morning start, on the 
boat sailing back to Friendly Point.
“And how’s 
Back’us, as he 
custom, neither 
or a help to any
All them that’s there’s all right,” Back’us 
answered curtly.
“ Why, has any one gone ? ” inquired the 
captain.
“ Well, you ought to know best about that,” 
replied Back’us.
The captain chuckled.
“ Why, I haven’t been there for two months,” 
he said.
“ Well, there’s only one left in that time— 
and the one that went before,” answered 
Back’us.
“And 
captain.
“ Isters 
from putting you over, and the other un 
you know,” said Back’us.
“ What other one ” asked the captain testily, 
“ I don’t know anything about it.”
“Why, Mrs. Don Fernandey,” answered 
Back’us ; and the captain laughed.
“ Oh, she’s gone—and Isters, too ” he 
said, as he smiled and nodded his head.
“ Didn’t you know ? ” queried Back’us.
“ I know ? Why, how should I knowYou 
don’t suppose she came away with me, do you ? ” 
and he laughed again.
“ Fernandey’s a bit rough on it,” replied 
the other.
Then the captain thought to himself that 
it was as well that he had held his peace over 
the little scene he had discovered in Isters’ 
humpy, and rubbed his hands in glee at the 
discomfiture the disappearance must have caused 
the unfriendly Fernandey, He would not like 
to give the kind-hearted Isters away, not even 
to stolid Snaky Dick, but he would have some 
splendid fun with the dark-skinned half-caste 
all the same. He chuckled in anticipation
all the rest of the way to the Point. He 
IS 
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who are they ? ” continued the
went a few days after he came back
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would pull Fernandey by the leg over this, and 
yet keep his word with Isters. When the 
boat grated on the sand, he looked amongst 
the gathered Pointers for the familiar ugly face 
of the beady-eyed Fernandey, to ridicule him 
by inquiring ostentatiously after the health 
of his lady.
“ Got a bit of bad news for you, cap’n,” said 
a voice from the crowd.
“ Eh ! What” exclaimed the captain, as 
he stepped ashore.
“ Your humpy got burned down last night, 
somehow,” was the answer.
“ How dare you say so, sir ? My humpy ? 
Who dared to go near my humpy when I was 
absent ? ” cried the captain, drawing himself 
up with his usual dignity, and thundering out 
his words with all the strength that was left in 
him after his recent and prolonged carouse. 
But it affected the rough natures around him.
“ Well, it’s this way, cap’n,” said the man, 
coming out from the crowd. “ I was awake, 
somewhere about midnight, and I sees a glare 
in the air. ‘ Oh,’ says I to myself, ‘ ’ere’s the 
bloomin’ bush afire ! ’ and I ups and outs to 
see what’s on. When I gets to the door I 
looks around, and I sees your humpy all ablaze ; 
so I calls the boys, and we sat and smoked and
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watched it go ; and, my word, it did go ! Then 
we beats out the fire that was goin’ in the grass 
near at the back, and turns in again.”
“ Why didn’t you put it out ? Why didn’t 
you drench it? Why didn’t you save the 
things ? ” stormed the captain.
“ Well, you see, cap’n, we didn’t think of all 
that,” another of the men answered.
“ Why didn’t you throw water on it ? ” 
raged the captain.
“ But it wasn’t our humpy,” said another ; 
and a general laugh fanned the captain’s rage 
higher.
“ Who has done this dirty, mean trick ” 
he exclaimed.
“Well, that’s a oner I ain’t on to say,” replied 
the man ; and his comrades laughed again.
“But you ain’t alone, cap’n,” put in another. 
“ Fernandey’s has gone, too ; and seems as if 
Fernandey was inside as well, for he ain’t been 
seen since ! ”
It was no use raging, for the thing was done 
now, and only a few black wood ashes marked 
the site of the late quarters of the captain. He 
camped for the night in one of the other 
humpies, and in the morning he sought and 
found, beneath the remains of his stretcher, 
the keg safe and sound below the sand. The
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contents were even more useful than he thought 
they would have been when he planted it, before 
he left, two months earlier ; for with it he 
stimulated the other Pointers to lend him a 
hand in fixing up a new abode, and an advance 
on his remittance from his agent soon fitted up 
the crude necessaries of its interior, so that 
he was at home again a week or so after his 
return.
The ashes of the Fernandey humpy hid no 
charred bones, and Fernandey’s fate was a 
mystery till a year or so later, when he returned. 
Comings and goings at the Point were no man’s 
business except to the person concerned, and 
the departure or return of Fernandey was in no 
way worthy of special note or remembrance in 
a community where rum soon wiped out the 
records of the past. But for his continual and 
persistent surliness to the captain, not even he 
would have paid any attention to it, for he had 
forgotten the joke he was to have had at the 
half-caste’s expense ; and Fernandey stored 
whatever memories he possessed in his own 
breast until chance and a squall gave him the 
opportunity for action.
THE SNAKE CHARMER.
I.
When Mooloomon Station was in full swing 
under the rule of the three brothers who had 
purchased it from the original holder, there was 
at least one spot in the Australian wilderness of 
unpruned gum-trees where revelry, pleasure, and 
throbbing excitement ran riot from New Year’s 
Eve to Old Year’s Night.
Born of a noble family with an historical 
reputation in that part of the United Kingdom 
that lies beyond the Tweed, the three brothers, 
at the death of their noble and distinguished 
father, found themselves brothers to the successor 
of the title, wealth, and estates ; with a long list 
of noble relatives, a longer list of friends and 
acquaintances, and an aggregate sum of £ 15,000 
wherewith to maintain their share of the family 
honour and dignity. As the youth of each had 
been passed in acquiring the quips and cranks 
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which pass as the requisites of a gentle education, 
with a little riding, shooting, and athletic skill 
thrown in as embellishments, they were, when 
left to face the world, at the respective ages 
of twenty-seven, twenty-five, and twenty-three, 
as well fitted to fight their way in the rough 
and tumble of the daily bread scramble as 
three raw colts would be of winning a steeple­
chase.
They were good friends, personally, as such 
things go where form is the strength and 
etiquette the majesty of the law. They did not 
quarrel nor discuss subjects that were not 
mutually pleasing, and if their conversation wω 
limited to minor and often monosyllabic com­
ments, it was merely due to the fact that they 
did not desire to discuss matters nor advance 
opinions that might perchance be distasteful to' 
the others. Their education and general training 
supplied them, of course, with the capacity for 
the discussing of any and every topic ; it was 
their consideration for one another that forbade 
rash speculations upon subjects which might be 
distasteful to one of the others. But for a 
week after their distinguished father’s decease 
they were in a quandary. The yearly allowance 
they had enjoyed from the family purse was at 
an end in the full round stop of ^5, o∞ that
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followed their names in the august family will, 
and their rooms in the family mansion were 
naturally required by the new head of the house 
wherewith to dispense that hospitality for which 
the family was justly noted. So they held a 
conference in the smoking-room in order to 
deal with the new problem that had come into 
their lives.
For a time they smoked their cigars in 
silence.
Can’t enlist,” at length observed the eldest 
of the three, the Honourable Dick.
By Jove, no ! ” assented the two others, 
the Honourable Bob and the Honourable 
Charles.
Unless there was a war on and all that sort 
of thing, you know ; plenty of riding and sport, 
‘ you know ; not half bad fun, Γve heard fellows 
say, don’t you know,” added the Honourable 
Charles after a few moments’ silence. He was 
the youngest who was just free from his 
University and had still some boyish enthusiasm 
left in him.
Silent smoking continued, until the Honour­
able Bob, with an effort, expressed his sentiments 
on the idea.
But then there ain’t, don’t you know,” he 
said.
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“ No, there ain’t, don’t you know,” the 
others echoed.
“ Can’t run a club,” observed the Honour­
able Dick after a further stretch of silent 
smoking.
“ Make good members and all that sort of 
thing, don’t you know ; good names, you 
know,” said the Honourable Bob wisely.
“ But it don’t pay ; so the secretary fellow 
at Gillikin’s says, don’t you know,” remarked 
the youngest of the three.
Again silence and tobacco smoke reigned 
over the subtle working of the three active 
brains.
“ By Jove, I’ve an idea ! ” exclaimed the 
Honourable Charles.
His brothers looked lazily and hazily in his 
direction, but said nothing.
“ I’ve an idea, by Jove ! ” he repeated, as he 
leaned forward in his chair and twisted the 
cigar round in his fingers as he watched it the 
while. “ Not half a bad idea either, don’t you 
know,” he went on.
But his brothers moved not nor spoke.
“Tell you what, you fellows,” he continued, 
looking at them in turn. “ Let’s try the 
colonies. It’s not half bad fun, I’ve heard 
fellows say ; lots of shooting and riding and all
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that sort of thing, don’t you know ; and pots 
of money in it when you are once in the swim, 
don’t you know.”
“ Humph ! ” said the Honourable Bob.
“ Hah ! ” said the Honourable Dick.
“ By Jove, yes ! ” the Honourable Charles 
continued, growing so enthusiastic over his idea 
that he rose from his chair and sat on the table. 
“ You buy a ranche, or a run, or a station, or 
something of the sort, don’t you know, and get 
a fellow to look after it, and breed cattle and 
sheep and horses and all that sort of thing, 
don’t you know, and sell the wool and the meat. 
By Jove ! that’s the thing, you fellows.”
“ Who told you, Charlie i* ” inquired the 
Honourable Dick with all the sage dignity of 
an elder brother.
“ Oh, there was a fellow at Oxford from 
Australia, no end of money and all that sort of 
thing, don’t you know ; rather a bounder, of 
course ; but he said he could put a county on 
his father’s place and not see it, and all that sort 
of thing, don’t you know.”
“ What do you think. Bob” asked the 
Honourable Dick.
“ Don’t know, my boy, really ; might be 
useful, don’t you know ; we must do something, 
you know.”
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So they decided to consider the idea for a 
day or two, and to find out all they could about 
Australia and who lived there “ and all that 
sort of thing, don’t you know ” ; and the out­
come of it all was that three saloon passages 
were secured on a vessel bound for the great 
unknown Southern Land and the three brothers 
s^led away with a long farewell to the land of 
their birth for the land of their adoption and 
utility.
They had been advised, by some one who 
knew the country and its inhabitants, to leave 
the bulk of their capital behind them and spend 
the first year of their exile in obtaining experi­
ence before they embarked in any serious under­
taking. They acted on that advice, and by 
the end of the year they understood the value 
of it. For in that year the bright skies, the 
warm air, and the free and independent life 
of the interior had unrestricted play for the 
doing of the work that it always does on good 
material. The three brothers learned to love 
the freedom of the life, and might have gone 
far on the road to prosperity and utility had 
they not been overtaken by that curse of a 
young career, unqualified success.
They invested, at the end of the year, in 
the Mooloomon property, and, buying at the
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end of a spell of dry weather, the price was 
low. But the drought broke up almost 
directly they had completed the purchase, and 
in the ensuing twelve months, during which 
they did all the hard work they ever did on 
the place, they cleared half their purchase 
money. The next twelve months was marked 
by similar success, and the brothers, saying good­
bye to work, began to chase the butterfly of 
pleasure instead. The station homestead was 
enlarged and fitted up with all the extravagance 
that prosperity could suggest, and the reign 
of revelry, pleasure, and throbbing excitement 
began.
It was in full swing when, a season or so 
later, the tide began to turn, when hot, dry days 
began to succeed one another, until the grass 
began to wither, the water-holes to dry, and 
the stock to die. Prudence might still have 
saved them ; but the reign of festivity went on, 
even when the next season was worse and bush 
fires began to play havoc with the fences and 
the flocks. But the bank, that obliging vehicle 
of destruction, honoured drafts against the 
deeds of the estate, until a miracle was needed 
to prevent the screw being put on the owners 
of Mooloomon Station.
But yet revelry went on. Opium held the
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Honourable Dick under its control, and rum 
had a powerful grip over the other two when 
the crash did come by the bank dishonouring 
a draft and sending along a man to take 
possession. The Honourable Dick sought 
consolation with his poppy extract, and sought 
it so well that he never woke up again. A 
week later and the Honourable Charles was 
left alone through the Honourable Bob trying 
conclusions with an unbroken colt while he 
carried a heavy penalty of rum with him to the 
saddle, with the result that an extra vicious 
buck ” landed the noble rider on his head and 
terminated his interest in the Mooloomon estate 
for ever.
In the face of these events the Honourable 
Charles determined to pull himself together. 
As a preliminary experiment he forbade any 
one on the station to touch alcohol, Jwhile he 
devoted himself, by an ingenious process, to 
break his own habit of imbibing. The con­
sumption was certainly less, but the effect on his 
mind was not in like proportion ; his idea 
of small doses frequently taken, scarcely tending, 
as he had reasoned it would, to create a dislike, 
or at least subdue the desire for more.
Instead of his anticipated result, he began 
to discover red snakes and blue bats and other
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playful forms of animal life at odd intervals and 
in unseasonable places, and became filled with 
a strange fascination to catch and keep them. 
When the house became too full of them to 
be quite comfortable, he would wander out into 
the bush to relieve his feelings ; for whereas 
in the house he sought in vain to catch and 
secure specimens for his collection, he could 
generally manage to grab one or two in the 
quietness of the scrub. And that eased him 
wonderfully ; they were so cool to handle.
The man from the bank objected to the 
collection. The specimens might be all very 
well in the bush, but he objected to the 
Honourable Charles bringing them into the 
house and letting them crawl about wheresoever 
they listed. Overtures were supposed to be 
going on between the last of the three brothers 
and the bank for his retaining the management 
of the station with the right of paying off 
the huge overdraft that had been run up against 
the deeds of the property, should fortune smile 
on the place once more, and matters were 
proceeding very smoothly up to the time that 
the vari-coloured reptiles manifested themselves 
and came between the man in possession and 
himself during business and critical interviews.
The representative of the bank was an 
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Irishman named O’Connor, and he had all 
the Hibernian horror of the reptiles that the 
patron saint of his country had banished from 
his native Erin centuries ago. A few days 
after the Honourable Charles had taken his 
first steps towards reclaiming every one about 
the place from the insidious influence of alcohol, 
the two were sitting and discussing the proba­
bilities of the future working out of the scheme, 
by means of which the last of the brothers 
hoped to win back the station from the clutches 
of the bank. They sat in a little room that 
did duty for O’Connor’s office, and, having 
finished their dinner, the Irishman was enjoyinjg 
a smoke and his companion was at the opposite 
side of the table, fidgety and shaky.
“ Two good seasons ought to pull you 
through,” O’Connor was saying.
“ He, he, he ! Look at him, look at him ! ” 
exclaimed the Honourable Charles, rising from 
his seat and leaning on the table with one 
shaky hand, while he pointed to the window 
at O’Connor’s back with the other.
“What” said O’Connor, wheeling round.
“There, putting his tongue out round the 
window,” answered the Honourable Charles 
with an inane giggle. “ And there’s another 
coming out of your pocket.”
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“ What ? There’s nothing there,” exclaimed 
O’Connor as he glanced anxiously from the 
window to his pocket.
“ Yes, there is ; there’s snakes, blue snakes. 
I can see them,” cried the other. “ Here, let 
me catch them,” and 'the Honourable Charles 
lounged across the table, upsetting the inkpot 
and grabbing wildly at the fluid as it streamed 
over the table and on to the floor.
“ I’ve got him ! I’ve got him ! ” he shouted.
“ Here, get outside, you fool ! ” O’Connor 
cried as he understood what was the matter. 
“You’ve got the horrors. Come out of the place.”
“ No, I’ve got the snake, the blue snake,” 
expostulated the Honourable Charles. “ I won’t 
go ; I want him, I tell you, I want him,” he 
yelled, as O’Connor seized him round the waist 
and tried to drag him from the room.
With the aid of some of the men he managed 
at last to get him outside and poured water on 
his head until he forgot all about his coveted 
reptile. Then they put him to bed, and, while 
he passed into an uneasy slumber, the man from 
the bank wrote a confidential letter to his chief, 
relating mostly to the Honourable Charles, his 
methods of reform, and the possibilities of his 
reducing the station overdraft.
After that evening the visitations of the 
240 At Friendly Point.
vari-coloured reptiles became more frequent, 
and O’Connor was becoming used to the attacks 
of hallucination. Whenever his companion dis­
covered snakes and such-like creatures emerging 
from impossible places and performing stu­
pendous feats of contortion in mid-air, the 
Irishman, after vainly striving to persuade him 
that it was all imagination, adopted another line 
of action and disconcerted his enthusiasm by 
modestly claiming the miraculous appearance 
as the result of his own exertions.
“ Look at him ! Look at him ! There ! 
under the lamp ! He’s swallowing his own 
tail ! ” cried the Honourable Charles as he 
pointed and gesticulated wildly towards the 
phantom of his brain.
“ Clever, is it not ” the wily O’Connor said 
quietly. “ You’d not believe me if I told you 
how long it took me to train the creature to do 
that trick.”
The Honourable Charles turned and looked 
at him with a vacant stare for some moments ; 
then he reverted to the topic they were 
discussing before the vision came to his dis­
ordered brain, and O’Connor congratulated 
himself that he had inadvertently discovered a 
means of checking the exuberant imagination of 
the other, temporarily, at all events.
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In reality he did something more ; he 
stimulated the ambition of his companion, as he 
realised some evenings later when the Honour­
able Charles only appeared at the dinner table 
when the Irishman had nearly finished his repast. 
But when he did come into the room he was in 
a high state of glee.
“ I’ve got one,” he exclaimed as he nodded 
and laughed.
“ Get to your dinner, man, and leave the 
creatures alone,” replied the other.
“ It’s as true as you’re a Paddy, and I had the 
devil’s own chase after him too ; but I got him, 
I got him all right. He’s in here,” the Honour­
able Charles continued, opening his coat and 
pointing to his shirt, which O’Connor failed to 
notice bulged out over the waist-belt.
“Oh, leave them alone now and have your 
dinner. Faith, it’s to Ireland you ought to go, 
where there are none of such dirty creatures.”
“ They’re not dirty ; they’re nice clean cool 
things, and this one, he’s all black and yellow 
and red and all sorts of colours,” replied the 
Honourable Charles with a contented smile on 
his face.
“ All right. I’ll take your word for it ; 
but will you have some beef ? ” O’Connor 
said.
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your beef,” exclaimed the other 
now, and I’ll cut you a fine slice of 
“ It’s only a
242
“ Keep 
angrily.
" Come
it,” O’Connor said soothingly.
gentleman of your quality that knows what 
good beef well cut is, and faith, I think that I 
can cut it just to your fancy, and yours is an 
opinion I value,” he went on ; for he saw there 
was temper in the air, and temper in a man who 
was in a state his companion was presented a 
very undesirable development. As he was 
speaking he rose from his seat and stooped over 
the table as if he were cutting the beef with 
the greatest care.
“ And what do you think of that ? ” exclaimed 
the Honourable Charles as he dragged a black 
snake from under his shirt and plumped it 
down on the joint of beef under O’Connor’s 
nose.
There was an Irish yell and a deep, loud oath 
as the 
round 
under 
stuck, 
knocked his chair over behind him and started 
for the door, shouting at the top of his voice 
for help to save him from the rage of madmen, 
devils, snakes, and murder.
snake fell on the hot meat and writhed 
to escape. -The carving knife was left 
the half-cut slice and the fork where it 
as the carver, springing backwards,
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“ What’s the matter ? ” asked the Honour­
able Charles when, a few moments later, 
O’Connor, armed with a long, thick stick, and 
with all the station hands behind him, re-entered 
the room.
“Where’s the brute gone? Show him to 
me that I may knock the life out of him,” 
O’Connor exclaimed breathlessly.
“Why, there he is,” said the Honourable 
Charles, pointing over the Irishman’s head. 
“ On the wall behind you.”
O’Connor was wont to deny it afterwards, 
but the station hands all had it that he made an 
attack on a stock-whip that hung on a nail on 
the wall, and with such fury that he nearly 
knocked the boards out before he saw what he 
was hitting at. But by then those of the 
company who had been called in to assist him 
felt that more than one of the diners suffered 
from the same complaint. So they retired to 
leave the pair to finish their meal together and 
kill their snaky visitors by themselves. As the 
last of them went out, he heard the Honourable 
Charles say : “I told you they were about, 
but you would not believe me before.”
Thenceforth O’Connor kept a stick handy 
while he was in the house, and always reached 
for it when the Honourable Charles came in 
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from the bush. A pile of whitened spiky spines 
on a neighbouring ant hill gave silent witness of 
its use and the collecting powers of the Honour­
able Charles.
IL
If the Irish run the police, as the Australians 
are wont to aver, Scotsmen have the main grip 
over the finances of the colonies, and when the 
Honourable Charles waited on the general 
manager of the bank that had, through its local 
branch, honoured the drafts which had gone so 
far to wreck the prospects of Mooloomon 
Station, he was greeted with a familiar northern 
accent.
The suggestion of the man in possession as to 
the unsuitability of the last of the three brothers 
for the post of manager of the station had been 
deliberately considered, and in order to avoid any 
awkward and unpleasant complications which 
might arise were negotiations abruptly termi­
nated while the Honourable Charles was still 
on the property, recourse was had to stratagem, 
and he was invited to confer with the general 
manager, personally, at the head office of the 
institution.
There had been a falling off in the visits of
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blue bats and vari-coloured snakes when the 
request arrived, and after many wise injunctions 
to his men to abstain from the development of 
a taste for the insidious enemy alcohol, the 
Honourable Charles departed for the metropolis 
and the general manager—with a goodly supply 
of rum to last him on the road.
Unknown to any one else, he also carried, in 
a box, carefully secreted in his valise, a couple 
of his favourite black snakes, two reptiles that 
he had caught in the bush and kept in confine­
ment until they had become familiar to his 
touch and used to his caresses. For when he 
had overcome the repugnance which humanity 
feels, as it has probably felt since time began, 
for the ‘^legless tails that creep and hiss,” he 
had grown to regard the hereditary foes of 
Adam’s sons with respect, if not affection. 
Man, wherever he is, must have something 
with life in it to care for beyond himself, 
and the Honourable Charles turned to snakes. 
He had gone on for a long time with only 
alcohol and his brothers as companions and the 
objects on which to pour out that subtle energy 
which materialists term love and etherealists 
the emanation of soul essence. But his brothers 
departed to other spheres and the alcohol was 
not enough in itself to meet the case. The
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soul essence was streaming out of the rum- 
soaked creature and sweeping far and wide in 
search of something to serve and conserve. But 
alcohol is a greedy occupant of a man’s being 
and hates to have a rival in the field. So it 
created an assistant which would still the other 
cravings in the man’s heart and without weak­
ening that for itself. Then were thrown across 
the plane of intelligence illusive pictures of the 
most repugnant forms that the eye of man can 
know. They were seen and hated, feared and 
sworn at. But still they persisted until the 
fear and the hatred changed and grew into 
desire. Thence came the wish for possession, 
and when the effort put forth was at last 
successful and the creatures of the dream were 
held in the hands in all the cold writhing dread 
of actual reality, the fear had gone for ever and 
desire had grown into affection.
In the metropolis, where he in his drink- 
sodden state knew no one and no one knew 
him, he found his two gruesome pets frolicsome 
companions, and with the method that is in all 
madness he carefully preserved the secret of his 
possession from the knowledge of other men. 
As after his first, so after his last interview with 
the general manager, he had returned to his 
hotel and retired to his room, locking the door
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after him. Then he had liberated the two 
reptiles from their prison and told them, in 
whispers, of his troubles, and the confused mass 
of rubbish the general manager had poured into 
his ears.
“ Yes, kiss, kiss, my beauties,” he said, as he 
gathered them up and pressed their cold bodies 
to his hot head and face.
They had fasted a long time now, and as the 
man leaned his face towards their small black 
heads and turned his cheek to the touch of the 
long, slim, slaty-coloured tongues that shot out 
and in with such ceaseless regularity, a gentle 
hiss, as though their scales were metal and were 
rustling as they turned and twisted, came to his 
ears.
He laughed softly as he pressed them closer 
to his burning skin. There was a quicker 
movement in the coils and a louder rustle as his 
hands tightened their hold upon the moving 
reptiles, and one of them shot out his head a 
foot away from the restraining fingers and 
contracted its neck into a flat, waving spiral as 
the head turned back and waited—a bolt ready 
for delivery.
What might have eventuated, had matters 
been allowed to take their course, would 
probably have been productive of a funeral ;
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but a sudden knock at the door awakened the 
man to the danger his pets would be in if they 
were discovered. Too quick for them to realise 
what was being done he had them both in the 
high crown of his soft felt hat and the hat on 
his head. Then he went to the door in answer 
to the summons.
It was a peremptory request for him to 
proceed to the bank and see the general manager 
at once upon a most important matter.
“ What is it i* ” he asked the messenger, with 
an unsteady lurch against the doorpost, for he 
had refreshed himself in deep sincerity after his 
last interview.
“ Don’t know, Γm sure, sir, only they say 
it’s most important, sir,” replied the messenger.
“ All right, I suppose I’ll have to go ; but 
here, sonny, send me up a brandy and soda—a 
stiff ’un, mind you, none of your soft tack 
for me. It’s probably to go back to thej station 
at once, and there will be no time to feed,” 
he said.
Sustained by the liquor, the Honourable 
Charles walked to the bank with an occasional 
half stagger in his stride and a strong tendency 
to steer a lee course. Arrived at the bank, he 
proceeded, without ceremony, into the room of 
the general manager ; for he had during his
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walk come to the conclusion that he was a very 
badly used person and that the bank was the 
cause of it all, and now that they wanted him 
to go back to the station he would just speak 
pldnly and strongly on the matter.
“ Well ? ” he exclaimed as he stood in the 
doorway, holding on to the handle and leaning 
his weight against it so as to maintain a digni­
fied attitude in spite of the wobble in the wall.
" Ah, Mr. Charles, will you be seated, please. 
I have rather an unpleasant task------ ” the
manager began as he looked up from his table 
at the flushed face and dishevelled figure before 
him.
“ Well, what’s up ” jerked out the Honour­
able Charles.
“It might be as well if you came in and 
shut the door,” replied the manager curtly. 
He had seen the man affected with drink 
before, but never so badly as this.
The opening of the door was all very well ; 
he had some “ way ” as he came up to it and 
steered fairly well for it ; but to shut it after 
standing still for a minute or so was a very 
different matter. Still, it had to be accom­
plished, and, with a lurch and a swing, the 
door banged to and the Honourable Charles 
brought himself up with his two hands on the
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manager’s table and his feet planted far apart, 
while his body swayed as though he were 
about to plunge across the table into the 
manager’s arms.
Mr. Charles, this is iniquitous,” exclaimed 
the manager hotly.
“ Well ? ” replied the other, shutting his 
lips with a snap after the word had escaped, 
as though he were afraid that a flood of 
eloquence would burst forth and overwhelm 
the man in front of him.
“ Take off your hat, sir,” the manager said 
in tones of angry command.
The Honourable Charles stood blankly 
looking at him for a moment ; then, raising 
one hand to his head, he found that he had 
so far forgotten little incidental details of 
politeness as to be still wearing his hat. With 
an effort in precision that resulted in the 
expenditure of unnecessary force, he dragged 
the hat from his head and flung it on the 
table.
There was a cry of alarm from the other 
side, and the manager sprang from his chair 
as the two black snakes, startled at the sudden 
impact with the table, darted from the hat 
with angry hisses.
Heavens, man, kill them ! kill them !” he
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cried as he leaped to the far side of the room 
and pressed himself into the corner.
“ Eh ? ” queried the Honourable Charles un­
steadily, as, with his eyes fixed on the manager s 
face, he had not observed his pets on the table, 
and he had entirely forgotten about their being 
in his hat.
“ There ! there ! the snakes ! ” the manager 
shouted, pointing nervously at the table, just 
as the snakes writhed off on to the floor.
“ That ? Why, that’s no snake,” the Honour­
able Charles said as he picked up a ruler that 
lay on the table.
" Kill them ! kill them ! ” shouted 
manager, as he pointed to the floor where 
animals were coiling and twisting.
The Honourable Charles swayed as
watched the frightened face of the manager, 
and then he staggered a step towards him.
“He, he, he!” he laughed. “You got 
too, old man ? ”
The manager made a rush to the door 
through it into the clerk’s office beyond.
“ He’s mad,” he cried. “ Send for 
police.”
The cry brought the combined clerks 
customers to his assistance.
“ Seize him, he’s mad,” gasped the manager,
the 
the
he
’em
and
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and the Honourable Charles was on the floor 
with half a dozen athletic young clerks sitting 
on him before he had time to grasp the 
situation. Two policemen and a cab were the 
next items that he remembered, and then a 
cold-looking grey inclosure with a door made 
of iron bars like a bird cage, and after that 
there was nothing but a blur.
*****
It was not a lengthy nor a difficult matter 
for the local authorities to deal with, especially 
after the evidence of the bank manager. The 
accused had overdrawn his account persistently, 
and at last had been told plainly that any 
further attempt to draw cheques against an 
account that did not exist would be followed 
by criminal proceedings. In spite of the 
warning he had at once drawn a heavy cheque 
on the bank, and, when invited to confer with 
the manager on the subject, as a last act of 
leniency, he had come to the bank, flung 
venomous snakes at the manager, and then 
tried to brain him with an office ruler. And 
all the defence the accused would make was 
to repeat that it was all a ruby-coloured lie.”
The newspapers said that the accused, who 
was sentenced to a long term of imprisonment, 
was highly connected ; but no one came forward
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to support the statement, and so another of 
Britain’s noble sons went down in the great 
whirlpool of Australian peril that sucks down 
so many who are sent out “ to reform ” and 
who end in oblivion, either through the Scylla 
of strong drink or on the Charybdis of the 
gamble. The Honourable Charles went down 
through a little of both and lost himself until he 
emerged on the sands of Friendly Point as the 
shiftless, thriftless “ Snaky Dick.”
AN AUSTRALIAN ANDROMEDA.
I.
A ROCKY ridge crowned by stunted gums 
stood out, purple and impressive, against the 
orange glory of the dying sun. The sky, free 
from clouds, gave back the hues in every 
degree of tint, and cast them despairingly into 
the sombre shadows of the gullies which scored 
the ridge down from its summit to the rock- 
piled creek at its base, throwing mysterious 
and clinging fragments of haze over the mono­
tonous vegetation, and making a hundred 
fairy vistas appear where, in the broad, open 
glare of noontide heat, there were only gnarled, 
twisted, scraggy gums, and barren, sun-scorched 
soil.
Half-way up the steep slope that faced the 
setting sun, a bushman’s rough-built hut caught 
some of the glow ; and the roof, rudely 
fashioned from dried sheets of bark held down 
by long thin saplings laid crosswise over them 
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and pinned in careless and untidy manner, took 
to itself touches and glints that hid the ragged 
edges, and turned the weather-worn saplings 
and the crude, shapeless, smoke-stained chimney 
into misty architectural triumphs, mellowing the 
dull and prosaic surroundings of the dwelling 
into poetic fantasies, until the thin wreath of 
blue smoke which rose steadily in the calm air 
was a token of homage rising from the sacri­
ficial altar of some mystic, soulful sun-worshipper. 
From somewhere in the shadows, far below, 
there came the faint tinkle of a cow-bell, 
subdued by distance into the semblance of 
sweetness. The short-lived, spasmodic chirps 
and twitters of the bush birds quivered here 
and there, and away down the gully, where 
the creek was trickling amongst the rocks and 
boulders, a pool of water, tinged by the glory 
overhead, smiled back as it lay, a patch of 
colour framed in darkening shade.
A bush track stretched away from the hut 
door and curved round the shoulder of the 
ridge in its descent, by a long, steep grade, 
down to where the land, thickly timbered and 
free from boulders, was level and fair for 
cultivation. At the bend, just where he would 
be in full view from the hut, a man stood 
leaning on an axe, his eyes fixed with a strange 
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yearning upon the vista of colour and shadow 
before and below him.
“ By cripes ! if I could only paint them 
sounds in with the sunset Γd have the whole 
bilin’ of the Royal Academy of England at 
my feet,” he exclaimed rapturously, as the 
melodious call of the stock-whip bird echoed 
along the gully. Then he lapsed into silence 
again, drinking in the harmonies of colour 
by big mental gulps, and straining and choking 
in his haste till he lost the flavour, and was 
only conscious of the bulk.
Another sound came to his ears and inter­
rupted the spell of his fascination. It was 
the coo-ee of a shrill-voiced woman, and came 
from the direction of the hut. He started, 
and, facing from whence the sound came, sent 
along its answer, following the cry with a soft 
whistle, as he 
his walk.
“ That’s a 
as he walked 
and I’ve forgotten everything but the sight 
of its going,” and he looked away at the fast­
dying flush that alone remained of the brilliance 
which had made the heavens a vast pulsing 
realm of beauty a few minutes earlier. “ Well, 
it’s done now, and the sooner it’s over the
shouldered the axe and resumed
row all right,” he mused aloud, 
along. “Here’s the sun down,
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sooner it’s------ ” A contraction of the brows
and a tightening of the mouth finished the 
sentence.
As he neared the hut he saw the figure of 
the woman in the doorway ; a large-framed, 
powerfully-built woman with a masculine fashion 
of pose, and a vehement, grating voice.
“Look you, John Wallis ; me and you ain’t 
goin’ on no more in these tracks, I’ll tell you. 
Here’s three hours and more since you went 
out to fetch back the axe you’d left behind, 
with your rot about pictures and such-like 
in your head, and now the sun’s down and the 
cow ain’t in nor no wood for the fire and nothin’ 
done. You’d best clear out altogether, I take 
it, and let me run the place alone. You’re no 
more good nor a bald bandicoot.”
‘^Now don’t get scotty with a chap, Kitty. 
It’s all right. I was------ ”
‘‘Yes; you was moonin’ and moonin’ over 
some weed or other, and a-foolin’ round doin’ 
nothin’ because there was red in the sky when 
the sun went down or a pee-wee a-whistlin’. I 
know, and Γm about full of it, d’ye hear ? ”
“ That’s not like my little Andromeda,” the 
man answered quietly, with a subdued, capitu­
lating tone in his voice.
" Oh, drat you and your rot ; get some
17
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wood in ! ” she exclaimed, as she flounced round 
and went into the hut, leaving her husband 
standing abashed and silent. He looked away 
over his shoulder. The last faint sheen of 
light showed through the trees on the top of 
the ridge, and, almost reverentially, he took his 
old hat from his head and brushed back his 
untidy hair as he watched the last glint give 
place to the deep blue of the tropic night.
“ It’s a bit hard on a poet and artist, but it’s 
got to be done,” he said softly. “Ah, well, it 
won’t be for long,” he added, as he went round 
to the side of the hut and chopped at a log 
in the dusk.
Three hours before he had placed it in 
position for cutting, only to find, when he 
turned for the axe, that it was not in its accus­
tomed place. Then he had hunted for it in 
every likely and unlikely spot, until his wife, 
growing angry at his dreamy listlessness, had 
sharply suggested that he had left it behind him 
at the place where he had cut the log.
He had looked at her vacantly for a moment, 
and she, further incensed, had stamped her foot 
and shouted at him.
Of course,” he had answered. “ I re­
member now. There was an orchid flower, 
and I------”
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She had interrupted him again, forcibly and 
angrily, and he, timid in the presence of her 
rage, had done her bidding and returned to the 
place where he had cut the log, and found 
the axe where he had left it. He also found 
the flower and a host of other things to occupy 
his mind until the lengthening shadows warned 
him of the flight of time. But not of the 
object of his coming.
I’ll have to hurry if I want to see the blue 
mists in the gullies,” he muttered. That he 
carried the axe over his shoulder as he hurried 
up the slope was a mere accident of chance.
As he now stood chopping at the log, his 
mind was still wandering over his mental 
picture of that sunset. It was the constant and 
ominous clatter inside the hut that kept him 
to his work. Once his wife came out, and 
from the corner of the hut called to him.
“ How can you chop in the dark, you fool ” 
she snarled.
It’s all right, Kitty,” he answered weakly, 
and she had flung round and gone back inside 
to clatter still 
wrath.
He worked 
often missing 
thing was better than to have the impression of 
louder in the fierceness of her
on for another ten minutes, as 
the log as hitting it, but any-
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the sunset disturbed before, as he would have 
put it, there was time for it to burn into his 
memory.
At last he quietly picked up the results of 
his labours, and carried them into the hut, 
putting them down by the fire without a word 
to his wife, and slinking off directly after to 
track the sound of the cow-bell till he found 
.their one beast, tired out with its prolonged 
search for verdure amongst the wilderness of 
stones and boulders which constituted the sides 
and lower levels of the gullies. He found her, 
chewing a sparsely-filled cud, near the one pool 
of water that a hot, dry summer had left in the 
creek. Poor as the gullies were, she preferred 
them to the bare confined paddock beside the 
hut where she was always left for the night in 
the delusive hope that an absence of wanderings 
after dark would induce her to yield some milk 
by the morning. Still more did she object to 
be disturbed after she had settled down on her 
own initiative for a quiet rest and cogitation, 
and to drive her up the ridge in the dark was 
no easy task.
By the time that she was paddocked and the 
man returned to the hut, a slush lamp shed its 
flickering light over the rough table at which 
his wife sat waiting, with the evening meal 
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prepared. There was an angry look in her eyes, 
and her brows were drawn and puckered.
“I’m full up of this,” she said, as he entered 
and quietly took a seat opposite to her.
He looked across the table with a weak smile 
on his face. “ Yes, Kitty,” he answered. “ It 
seems hard, doesn’t it.? But genius, my dear, 
always is hard at the start. You wait till Γm 
president of the English Academy. You won’t 
call it hard then.”
“Wait! Yes; wait, wait! That’s been 
your tune all along. Wait ! We were to 
wait till that thing over there was done, and 
now we’ve got to wait still. I tell you Γm sick 
of it,” she said angrily.
He sighed. “ You don’t understand,” he 
replied. “ You remember my poem :
‘The price of art
Is a broken heart,
Till you get your start ; 
Then the people part.’
Wait till that*s shown,” he went on, jerking 
his thumb over his shoulder towards a large 
square canvas which leaned against the side of 
the hut with its face turned to the wall. 
“Wait till they see that ∖ then they’ll part, I 
can tell you—not in hundreds, but thousands 
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of pounds. We’ll be rich enough for you then, 
Γll bet.”
“ Rot ! ” she interrupted forcibly.
‘‘ Then there’s the poems. It isn’t every 
artist that writes poems as well as paints,” he 
continued.
“ Writes poems as well as paints ! ” she 
snarled back. “And loafs as well as starves, 
why don’t you add, and lets his wife starve 
and every blessed thing on the place go to ruin 
because he’s too big a fool------ ”
“ Kitty, Kitty, that’s unfair,” he interrupted 
plaintively. “ Don’t I tell you it’s all right ? 
Don’t I tell you the fire of genius is burning 
in me like a bush fire in a grass paddock ; and 
that soon, next month may be, the papers’ll 
be full of me and my works, and all the artists 
in the world will be flocking out here in mobs 
and camping all up the sides of the gullies for 
weeks and weeks with their hands full of 
sovereigns, begging and crying for me to just 
have a look at their work and give ’em hints ? 
Don’t I tell you the place’ll be full as a stock 
yard at a muster of folks and bigwigs come 
from all over the world on the off chance 
of catching a glimpse of me, and a-drinkin’ in 
the sights and the sounds as I’ve grown and 
reared my genius on till it had wool enough to
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shear ? I tell you, Kitty, you don’t know, you 
don’t know what’s ahead of you.”
In his excitement he had passed his hand 
across his forehead and run his fingers through 
his hair, further ruffling the untidy, ill-shorn 
locks until they stood out in spikes and wisps, a 
wild, unkempt setting for his equally wild eyes, 
that glittered in his enthusiasm for triumphs 
he believed v/ere even now showering upon him.
With a gesture of impatience she picked up 
a knife and slashed vindictively at the heavy, 
badly-cooked bread, which, with a piece of stale 
salt beef, constituted the fare for the meal.
^‘You don’t know, you don’t know,” he 
repeated in a quieter tone. It’s all very well 
for you to grumble. It’s all very well for them 
as don’t know to laugh. But you wait till Γm 
invited to give lessons to the Royal Academy ; 
you wait till------ ”
“ Look here, John Wallis,” she said, rising 
to her feet and glaring at him as she flung the 
knife down and almost across the table, " I 
tell you Γm full of it. When you was assisting 
that photographer and we got married things 
was fairly good. Then you started for yourself, 
and that wasn’t bad. But since you got this 
craze to go slodging paints about—well, it’s 
hell, that’s what it is, hell ! ”
264 At Friendly Point.
He looked up into her face, the features of 
which had still much attractiveness in them, 
though they were drawn and distorted by the 
rage that was burning in her.
‘‘What a Melpomene you’d make,” he 
murmured. “ If I had the canvas Γd have a 
go at it. Γd put you------ ”
“Dry up,” she snarled. “Ain’t it enough 
to------ ”
“You should never interrupt the art instinct,” 
he replied.
“ My God, if you ain’t enough to drive a 
woman clean silly ! ” she burst out. “You------ ! ”
Her emotions were too many for words and 
she stood still, looking at him, her face quiver­
ing and working. He, not appreciating the 
glare in the eyes, rose and went over to where 
the canvas stood, and, turning it round, stood 
beside it and said, “ Look at it, Kitty, and say 
if it ain’t grand. Look at it. If that don’t 
cure you I don’t know what will ! ”
It was a great work, so far as colour was con­
cerned. There was a vast expanse of wonder­
fully tinted rocks, and marvellous vegetation 
of a conspicuous green in the background ; 
in the foreground was a pool of presumable 
water, above the surface of which a small 
boulder stood in aggressive distinctness, and
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upon the boulder was an impressively hued 
snake of an, as yet, unknown species. Where 
the rocky background and the watery foreground 
met a female form appeared. The pose of the 
figure was a hardened reproduction of Mrs. 
Wallis’s masculine attitude ; the face was an 
equally hardened reproduction of hers. Across 
the lower ends of the canvas there was painted 
the legend, ^‘Australia’s Andromeda awaiting 
Perseus.”
It was not beautiful, except to the producer, 
and what enthusiasm there had been in the 
model’s breast while it was being painted, two 
years before, had long since died out at the 
deferred hope of a world-wide recognition which 
had never come. Now its appearance was the 
final strain upon her control.
Stooping down, she seized the backless chair 
upon which she had been sitting, and before the 
painter of the century realised her intention it 
had crashed through the canvas and split the 
great conception into tatters.
For the moment the effect of her action 
terrified her, and she stared blankly at the rent 
through which her missile had passed. He, 
stunned by the suddenness of the catastrophe, 
gazed vacantly in the same direction. Then 
the terrible nature of the injury burst upon him,
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and with the yell of a maniac he sprang at his 
wife.
Vile Philistine ! Iconoclast ! Destroyer of 
the priceless, die ! ” he shouted, as he grabbed 
at the knife she had thrown down upon the 
table. But in his excitement he stumbled, and 
falling against the table overturned it and 
extinguished the lamp. As he sprawled on the 
floor, by the faint glow from the embers in 
the fireplace he saw his wife, still standing, 
towering above him. Something was by his 
hand, and, seizing it, he threw it at her in his 
frenzy, and as he scrambled to 
her fall.
‘‘ Air ! ” he shouted ; “ air ! 
and heedless of everything save 
the moment he rushed headlong through the 
doorway.
his feet he saw
Γm choking,” 
the impulse of
II.
It was an old story, Australianly speaking, that 
slowly forced itself into the muddled conscious­
ness of the man who lay like a log outside the 
Way Back Hotel and tried to understand what 
caused the awful weight on his head and the 
parched cracking in his throat. Dimly, almost 
before he had the power to move or to sit up.
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his mind began to straighten itself, and facts, 
strangely distorted and interwoven with con­
flicting impressions, came to memory. None 
were very clear at first, not even that which 
related to his own identity. A man of peace 
and a man of war jostled one another in his 
brain, and a wave of emotion which began 
with a smile ended with a curse and the wish 
to strike, as one or the other gained ascendency. 
And yet neither was his own self. He groped 
his way through the tangled confusion until 
he vaguely recalled his arrival at the shanty 
outside of which he was now lying. He had 
arrived the evening before in the character of 
a miner who, having struck a patch rich enough 
to put a few hundreds in his pockets, had 
turned his face to the haunts of pleasure 
where he could lighten his hoard and his 
heart at the same time. The Way Back 
Hotel was the first sign he had come to of 
the delights that lay beyond, and there he 
had stopped, partly of his own will, partly 
because two mates he had picked up with on 
the road did so. Then memory became clearer. 
There had been drinking and playing, and 
always his best card had been trumped by one 
or the other of his road companions until not 
even besotted humanity could stand it, and
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he had risen with accusations and execrations. 
Then followed a brief vision of flashing lights 
and angry faces ; a rush of cold air ; darkness, 
and a shock.
He raised himself on to his elbow. Yes, it 
was clear enough now. He had been “ fired 
out ” of the shanty. And his money.? He 
thrust a hand into the pocket where it had 
been, knowing as he did so that there would 
be only emptiness, for the Way Back Hotel 
had too fine a reputation to maintain ever to 
allow a pigeon to escape from the trap with a 
vestige of down, let alone a feather. It was 
gone, and so was the secret store he had hidden 
in his boots, and which he had exposed when he 
had backed his fancy for the last time at the 
game the night before.
There was only one thing left for him to do, 
and that was to go back, as he had done four 
times already, to work till he had enough to carry 
him through to the coast, and then, when he had 
it, to start off and travel steadily to the first 
shanty, where he would turn in and, throwing 
all his good intentions to the wind, stay till 
he was thrown out—a penniless, sodden wreck. 
He was carrying out his half-formed scheme 
when something recurred to him, something 
which brought a gasp in his breath and a clutch
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to his hands. Was it always going to end like 
this ? A year of longing and working thrown 
away for nothing, and all to be done over again ? 
He had tried that before. This time he would 
not turn back. He would go forward and face 
things to the end ; and when he staggered along 
the road he was going from and not to the 
range where the gold was to be found.
A few weeks later and the Way Back was 
many miles behind him, and he was nearing 
the place that had for years been drawing him 
in spite of all he could do to forget it.
“To-morrow I’ll be there,” he mused, as he 
sat and smoked a lonely pipe beside his solitary 
fire. “I wonder if the old crank ’ll come on 
again.”
For a time he was silent, watching the flames 
as they flickered round the logs till he felt the 
companionship of their presence and let his 
tongue speak out.
It’s a rum go,” he said, “ a darned rum 
go when you come to think of it ; but what does 
a man want to get married, or nabbed by any­
thing, save hunger, and thirst, and sleep ? I 
must have been mad, I take it, and yet here I 
am going back again. What for.? Γm blest 
if I know. She’s dead these many years, and if 
she ain’t, I don’t want her. Γm better without
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her and she without me. And yet, here I am, 
going back.”
He finished his pipe and began another, but 
still the question held him. Why was he going 
back ?
He let his memory stray to the time when 
he had left his father’s selection to join a stroll­
ing photographer and learn the business. That 
had been a strange fascination in itself, for the 
selection consisted of good land, and yielded 
sufficiently good returns to make the elder 
Wallis a substantial man in the opinion of the 
local bank manager. But the district was flat 
and uninteresting, and from his youth the son 
had worried and fretted about matters which 
the parents could not understand and which he 
was not too sure about himself. When the 
strolling photographer appeared and displayed, 
amongst other articles of his trade, views of 
more rugged and impressive scenery than was 
to be found within a hundred miles of the flat, 
dreary country all round the selection, the 
young man was moved with a restless dissatis­
faction for his surroundings, and an aimless 
yearning which refused to be quieted until he 
had thrown in his lot with the photographer 
and left his parental roof with the reverse of 
blessings on his head.
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It was as nothing to the father that the son 
abhorred agriculture and stock raising, and had 
so great an aversion to flat monotonous land 
that when, as circumstances afterwards compelled, 
he took up a selection of his own, he ignored 
good promising acreage for rock-piled gullies 
and barren steeps. There was no sympathy 
between himself and his relations, he had been 
wont to observe as he drifted more and more 
under the dbminancy of what, in his reawakened 
sense, he termed his “ craze.” He smiled 
bitterly to himself as he recalled the fact, and 
looked back from his lonely, penniless state 
over the wasted years to the time when he 
had set out to learn what his father roughly 
termed ^‘that tommy-rot game.” He might 
have grown tired of it, and tired of the feud 
with his relatives and have gone back to the 
old selection had it not been------ He stirred
uneasily, and kicked the log that was burning 
before him as the thought came to him.
“ For the woman Γm not going back to. 
Γm going back to the land !” he exclaimed 
angrily.
But it was the woman who had kept him to 
his camera and away from his father’s stock, all 
the same. She, a big-boned pupil teacher at 
the bush school, had elected to be operated
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upon by the young enthusiast, and had talked 
so glibly over the views he showed her, and 
the beauties of art and the power of sympathy, 
and his own extraordinary genius in “ taking 
speaking likenesses,” that a new phase of life 
opened before him. It was not for him to 
know that a young storekeeper of the town­
ship, who had the post office and the chief 
trade of the settlement, had but very recently 
declared his preference for a neighbouring 
selector’s daughter over the head of the big­
boned pupil teacher ; nor that envy, malice, 
and uncharitableness had a good deal of weight 
in inducing the choice of himself as the confi­
dant of a lonely girl’s aspirations after the 
unattainable. He didn’t always understand 
very clearly, and perhaps she was not thoroughly 
at home on the subject, but a pupil teacher 
has to be possessed of a smattering of many 
cults, and the idea of sympathy and aspirations 
and artistic yearnings pleased him and fired 
his imagination into more vivid activity than 
it had yet known.
He was married out of hand and photo­
graphing on his own account in a bush town­
ship before he quite realised it, with the 
smattering of many cults transferred from his 
wife’s to his own mind, where they jostled and
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jumbled and fermented until he was well 
developed for the further expansion of his 
craze. In his wife he saw the one woman of 
the world who was, to him, the very embodi­
ment of art and beauty, and from that time 
art ’ and beauty ruled him. Not always 
coherently, but persistently, he strained and 
struggled after the unattainable, seeing with 
eyes which condemned all save the work of 
nature and himself. Untutored and un­
versed in the rudiments of the art, he essayed 
what could only have been possible for a 
master. The conclusion was foregone, but 
he ignored it, and only starvation could have 
finished the mad career of his craze had it not 
been abruptly ended through the destruction 
of his masterpiece by the model whom it was 
intended to immortalise.
Five years had passed since then, and now 
he was looking back and trying to get 
of the veriest shred of a reason for it all. 
used to worship sunsets ; now they 
reminded him that it was time to camp, 
few song birds the bush contained had 
messengers of ravishing glamour for him ;
he could only regret they were not big enough 
to eat. A dictionary of mythological fables 
had been his one great delight ; now he 
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barely remembered its name. The dreams 
had gone, the craze had gone, and, of course, 
the power of the woman had gone too. But 
yet he was going back.
The woman had long ceased to be anything 
to him, he told himself, and repeated it the 
next evening when he turned the shoulder 
of the ridge and caught sight of the hut on 
the hillside. She was nothing to him, and 
it was only fancy that made his heart throb 
and his blood warm. He glanced along the 
gully, in which the purple shades were be­
ginning to gather and the cow-bell tinkled and 
jangled. The last time he had looked he had 
dreamed of the golden glories in the sky ; 
now he noted the formation of the rocks.
“ I’ll bet my life there’s gold in it,” he 
muttered as he walked on.
A few yards further he stopped again. 
Smoke was rising from the chimney, and round 
the hut there were signs of comfort that had 
not been when he left. He could see fowls 
and ducks gathering as if for their food—as they 
used to do when he and his model-wife came 
to the place to create the great masterpiece. 
As he looked, some one came to the door, 
and instinctively he shrank into the shade.
No, the woman was nothing to him ; but he
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felt a cold chill pass over him and leave his skin 
damp and clammy, and his hands clenched to 
keep his quivering muscles still when he saw 
that form and knew it.
It’s as she was seven years ago. My God, 
she’s dead, and that’s her ghost,” he muttered.
The poultry gathered round her as she threw 
them food, and the man watched fearfully, 
intently, wonderingly. Presently he saw them 
scatter, and out of the door and past the woman 
there rushed a small figure. A childish laugh 
that came at the dismay of the chickens floated 
over to him and froze his heart.
The woman had been and was nothing to 
him, but—well, he had no child with him.
He waited till he saw them both go inside 
the hut, and then he turned from the track and 
clambered savagely down the gully. The land 
was his at all events, and would not go olF with 
the first comer ; if there was gold in it, why, he 
would have it and laugh back at those who had 
jeered him for selecting rocks and boulders and 
leaving the good level land alone.
The light had gone from the bed of the creek, 
and with his heart bitter and heavy, he knew 
not why, he gathered some sticks and made a 
fire. By the light of the flames he examined 
the rock more closely and found what confirmed
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his suspicions. There was gold in the creek 
and in the rock. In the morning he would look 
for more, and find enough perhaps to make him 
as rich as—the thought rose unbidden in his 
mind—as rich as she wanted to be, and as rich 
as if he were president of the Royal Academy 
of England. The idea struck him harshly. 
Who was she now, and as for the Academy, 
what was it to him ?
“ Say, you can’t light that fire there. This 
ain’t no place to camp ! ”
The voice came from a boulder above him, 
and, with a cry, he sprang to his feet. It was 
the rock that had formed the background of his 
masterpiece, and on it stood his model.
“John ! John! Why------ ? ”
The cheery ring of the voice went through 
his ears like a melody as the woman, not waiting 
to finish her sentence, scrambled down towards 
him.
“Stand back !” he cried, as she came nearer. 
“Stand back ! You’re either dead or false ! ”
“John! John!”
She wailed his name as she stood scarce a yard 
away from his outstretched, menacing arms.
“ Go to the man you’ve chosen. I’ve come 
for my gold, not for you. Go to your child’s 
father------ ”
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“ I have come,” she interrupted pitifully. 
‘‘John, don’t you understand?” she went on 
as he stood silent. “ Γve waited all these years, 
me and little Andromeda, as Γve called her, and 
Γve taken care of the place and the picture, too. 
Why didn’t you come sooner ? ”
Was the woman nothing to him, or was it 
some of the Way Back shanty poison still 
lurking in his system that made the roar in his 
ears and the confusion in his brain ?
“ Γm sorry I did it, John, but I was real mad 
that night, and. Lord knows, Γve suffered for it 
since,” he heard her say.
“ Am I drunk, or what’s up ? ” he exclaimed, 
as he pressed his hand to his head.
“ Won’t you come ? ” she said, as she laid 
a hand on his arm and led him, silent and 
unresisting, up the bank and through the door 
into the hut. Beside the fire he saw a childish 
figure with big eyes looking at him, and against 
the opposite wall a canvas with carefully stitched 
seams running helter-skelter across the mass of 
crude colouring. He looked from the child to 
the canvas and from it to the mother where she 
stood between him and the child.
“ Perseus has come,” he said quietly.
THE EARL OF YERRUL.
L
One Australian winter’s afternoon, early in 
May, a five-ton oyster-cutter was sailing across 
Moreton Bay, heading from the mainland over 
towards the sandy rises which stood out above 
the green of Yerrul scrub. Standing at the 
helm, with the tiller between his legs (for in the 
mild, steady breeze that blows from sunrise to 
sunset in the lands where the “ trades ” make 
the season’s wind, a helmsman has no need to 
hold the tiller or the sheets of the sail), with 
a pipe between his lips and his thumbs hooked 
in the thin strap at his waist, was Ugly Jim. 
Lying along the sides of the half deck, with which 
the craft was fitted, and enjoying the sun while 
they laughed and chattered to each other, were 
two of his half-caste sons, lithe-limbed, black­
haired, yellow-skinned boys of fourteen and 
twelve.
The man, as he stood with the clear sunlight
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streaming over and around him, was scarcely a 
beautifully moulded specimen of humanity. His 
face and hands were browned by the sun and his 
shoulders were broad ; but the left leg was 
twisted as though the knee had at first been 
placed too high and then, when another was 
made, the original misfit had been left where 
it was. Thick brown hair clustered in shaggy 
locks round his head, and a beard of the same 
hue covered the lower part of his face and 
grew nearly up to his eyes. The nose was 
shapeless, so far as ordinary nasal forms are 
known, and although the eyes were clear and 
blue when one looked at them, there was a 
terrible detraction from their comeliness in a 
jagged scar which ran across the forehead in a 
red, broken line, and which, cutting through the 
left eyebrow, divided it by a red gap and left 
the two halves, one puckered into a long, crinkled 
patch of hair pointing upwards, and the other 
bent down until it seemed to spring from the 
eye itself. Behind that scar and the battered 
nose lay the mystery of Ugly Jim.
The water slowly rippled away from the bows 
of the cutter as it sailed on towards the bright 
green spot on the shore, until two figures could 
be indistinctly seen on the belt of yellow sand 
that separated the green of the scrub from the
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blue of the sea. A little later and the cutter’s 
helm was put over to clear the end of the 
bank and the long stretch of shallow water that 
covered it, until she was as near the shore as 
she could get and close on the buoy that 
marked her moorings.
As the youngsters let go the sail halyards and 
helped their father catch the ring of the buoy 
and make the boat fast, a shallow little dinghy 
shot out from the beach, pulled by the youngest 
member of the family, a curly-headed boy of 
ten. The frail little craft, cranky and erratic as 
a cockle shell, surged through the water as the 
sturdy young half-caste made haste to greet his 
father and brothers.
“ ’ Ullo, dad, you got ’um my powder shot ” 
he cried out as he paused a moment in his 
pulling to turn his head and look at the boat, 
his dark eyes twinkling in expectation and his 
white teeth flashing from between his ruddy 
lips. Then, without waiting for a reply to reach 
him, he redoubled his eflbrts, and the dinghy, 
guided by his familiar touch, shot under the 
stern of the cutter while he shipped his paddles 
and leaped on to the larger boat, painter in 
hand.
“ You got ’um powder shot, dad.? ” repeated 
the little chap as he made the painter fast.
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‘‘ My word, there plenty ’possum now,” and he 
laughed into his father’s face with his happy, 
curving mouth and his bright brown eyes.
Oh yes, there’s plenty for you this time,” 
Ugly Jim answered as he stooped and patted 
the curly head of his youngest. “ But hurry 
up and get these things ashore,” he added, as 
the boy skipped away to his brothers and 
commenced a frolic. ‘‘ Keep that till you get 
ashore,” he went on as the other two joined in 
the scramble ; his eyes, in the softness of their 
expression, belying the nickname the jagged 
scar had gained him.
The stores brought over from the mainland 
were soon packed away in the cranky little 
dinghy, and the three boys followed, one at the 
bows, one at the stern, and the third amidships 
with the paddles. There was not much to 
spare between the gunwales and the water­
line, and a clumsy lurch would have put the 
whole cargo into the sea.
As the dinghy drew away from the cutter, 
Ugly Jim paused in his work of making all 
snug, and watched his sons with the pride and 
glory of a father in his eyes.
‘‘ I wonder how they’ll shape, if it ever 
comes,” he mused, and then, as he knocked the 
ashes from his pipe and refilled it, he leaned 
282 At Friendly Point.
against the mast of his boat and let his fancies 
roam.
Many years had passed since he first had felt 
the power of the Australian sun and had first 
looked upon the cloudless azure of the Southern 
sky, and in those years there had been events 
which had left their marks upon his memory 
and changed the current of his life, just as the 
jagged scar on his face had changed the likeness 
of his features. In the lives of some men the 
days succeed one another with a monotonous 
regularity that makes even the minor domestic 
incidents eventful, and, as the years roll on 
and the track of the past stretches away in an 
unbroken and almost unruffled stream, it is hard 
for them, from amidst the eternal uniformity 
of their existence, to comprehend the changes 
and the crises which make or mar the life 
history of others. Fate works its will in varied 
forms ; the unnoticed accident of a moment 
becomes the mainspring of existence, and the 
dreaded, terrifying calamity of to-day is but 
a circumstance when viewed from the distance 
of to-morrow. The man of iron will melts 
before the whims of a vain and vacillating 
woman, and the easy-going youth stands as 
a rock of strength and cool determination 
in the face of sudden dangers. It is all a
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motley and a medley, and only in the by-ways 
of the current, where drifting atoms escape from 
the whirl and hurry of the stream, are the real 
contrasts to be seen.
* * * * *
When Nellie Ryan, who presided, in all the 
glory of bright coloured silks and bleached hair, 
over the private bar of the Queen’s Hotel, first 
saw the handsome face of the young English 
new-chum who had just arrived in the colony, 
she came to the conclusion that it was time she 
made some change in the distribution of her 
favours. She watched him as he stood, with 
two companions, listening to the story one 
was telling, with the glare of the gaslight shin­
ing full upon his handsome Saxon face and a 
reckless glitter in his clear blue eyes ; and the 
tale of “ what she said and what I said ” from 
one of the satellites who lounged round her on 
the other side of the bar fell upon unheeding 
ears. Nellie had left the group and was stand­
ing in front of the new arrivals, with her eyes 
still fixed on the young stranger’s face and with 
a growing tint of pink forcing its way through 
the violet powder on her cheeks.
Not a bad-looking girl, that,” remarked 
the young new-chum, as he left the bar with 
his companions.
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And a bit struck on you, I fancy,” one of 
them replied.
‘‘ What ! Are your Australian girls such 
fools as to be struck on a raw new-chum, as 
you say I am ? ”
“ She’s not a native ; she is only an Irish 
girl—though she has been out a year or so,” 
the other replied commiseratingly.
Well, she is not a bad-looking girl, what­
ever she is,” the new-chum said, and for the 
rest of the evening he did not recall her to his 
mind, while his face floated before her eyes and 
his voice rang in her ears till far into the hours 
of darkness.
A year later and a different tale was told. 
Handsome George, as he was termed, had 
had a year’s colonial experience, such as many 
another young Englishman has had who starts 
in the colonies with a round sum of money, a 
good education and no particular training for 
anything outside of society functions. The 
sharks that infest the waters off the Australian 
coast are not the only representatives of the 
race in those latitudes, and the open-hearted, 
moneyed young man is always fair game for 
those who lie low by the gaming-tables on the 
look-out for a chance snap. A few games of 
unlimited loo, and the credit balance at his
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bank shrank so considerably that he, being 
a young man of some character, saw the danger 
that lay ahead and promptly forsook the haunts 
of his quondam friends—and was at once for­
saken by them. An appeal to his father for 
a further supply wherewith to start his station 
or plantation or whatever he determined upon 
taking up, was met with a stern refusal and a 
reminder of the cause of his sojourn in the 
colonies—a matter in which a pretty little 
lady’s maid and a narrow escape from a trick 
marriage were combined. He was plainly 
informed that he had had his share of the 
paternal fortune and need expect no more 
unless his elder brothers died and he became 
heir to the somewhat impoverished earldom 
of his father.
It was an unpleasant rebuff ; but enough 
still remained of his money to give him a fair 
start had he taken advantage of it. But there 
was another danger ahead which was not so well 
contested as the toils of the gambler. Nellie’s 
bleached hair had proved a strong magnet as 
the weeks passed on, and from callous indifference 
on his part and a wild infatuation on hers, the 
balance had slowly turned over until she was 
where he had been and he was the slave. The 
bleached hair had worked its spell ; he had
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come to laugh and stayed to weep. Now that 
the nectar was sucked from the flower she threw 
the empty petals away to be trodden underfoot 
by every passing fool. His bank account was 
closed.
As money began to grow scarce, he had 
bestirred himself to do something, and the 
Colonial Treasurer, whose son had profited 
somewhat largely by the loo escapades, helped 
him to obtain the position of overseer of the 
Oyster Fisheries. In this ^capacity he had to 
spend most of his time sailing about from depot 
to depot and inspecting the progress of the 
cultivation areas. He had been away for some 
three weeks and had run up to town, sailing 
the boat himself, to see his conqueror once 
more and to plead with her, as he had pleaded 
before, to accept what she had once asked for 
and which he, somewhat scornfully, had refused. 
The last interview, immediately prior to his 
starting for his last cruise, had been fiery ; full 
of passion on his side, full of undisguised 
contempt on hers. When a woman knows 
that she is master it’s a poor look-out for the 
man.
But still he longed for her ; longed to plead 
again with her and persuade her of his love 
until she yielded, as he was sure she would, and
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promised to become his wife. He went to the 
hotel where she was wont to preside over the 
private bar. But no Nellie was there. Another 
was reigning in her stead, and as he arrived 
early in the afternoon he was the only other 
occupant of the place. The newcomer was 
a zealous servant and promptly supplied his 
request for refreshment.
“ Nellie off to-day ” he inquired incidentally.
‘‘ Nellie ? Why, Nellie got married three 
days ago,” the girl replied.
He swayed for a moment and then, with 
a blanched face, strode from the place. No 
words came to his mind ; no sentences shaped 
themselves in his brain ; but through all his 
nerves and veins there quivered the reckless, 
fiendish power of hate. A moment with his 
deceiver and her later victim and both would 
have ceased to be, and the strong, well-shaped 
hands that now clenched upon themselves would 
have been stained with the blood of both.
Instinctively and unthinkingly he found his 
way to his boat, and instinctively he loosed 
the sails and stood away down the river, neither 
caring nor seeing that storm-clouds were 
gathering over the sky. With the method of 
one who is but an automaton under the control 
of another, he sailed the boat down the river
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reaches, tacking and going about with an utter 
unconsciousness oΓ everything save that his 
life had reached a point where there was a wrong 
to be avenged even if it cost a soul to do it; 
down the river and into the bay, past boats 
and steamers whose occupants wondered why 
the man sat so still at the helm and carried so 
much sail in the face of the gathering storm. 
He was half-way and more across the bay 
before he noticed that the sun was almost down 
and that the wind was blowing behind him with 
the force of a gale, while his canvas was strain­
ing against the stays and his boat plunging to 
get through the water quick enough for the 
pressure on the sails. And then he only 
laughed.
Still onwards he sailed, until he was abreast 
of the narrow, wave-swept passage that formed 
the most dangerous communication between the 
land-locked bay and the ocean beyond. A 
curling wave swept back upon him as he scraped 
across a bank and drenched him in its spray. 
The splash of the cold water upon his face stirred 
his mind to activity. The silent brooding of 
the past few hours took to itself a definite, 
tangible reality, and under its influence a 
passion of rage and hate surged over him.
“ She is married ! ” he shrieked to the wind
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He rose
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and the waves. “She is married ! ” 
to his feet and let go his hold on the tiller 
as he raised his clenched fists to the sky and 
shouted : She—she that I would—curse her,
curse her ! in heaven or hell, in life or 
death------ ”
The rudder swung round and the boat paid 
off to the wind ; a breaker caught her at the 
stern and curled over her, and as the bows rose 
with the weight of the water aft, another 
breaker hit her broadside on and heeled her 
over, throwing the man out into the seething 
fury of green water and white foam, a helpless 
atom at the mercy of the waves.
There was a confused rush and roar in his 
ears ; a blinding gleam of pale green before 
his eyes ; a choking anguish in his throat, and 
a black darkness as of night came upon him 
and a vacant silence to his mind.
IL
When a man dies there is an end of him, so 
far as any communication he can make to his 
fellows is concerned, and from the time that the 
tongue refuses to act and the voice to sound, all 
that goes, on before the dimming eyes and the 
fading brain is not fρr the community, but for 
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the individual alone. As he was uncommuni- 
cably solitary when he came into the world, 
so he is when he goes out ; and whether it is in 
the hurry and rush of active life, or with a slowly 
forming mist that rises and rises until in a 
lingering, gasping struggle the end comes, he 
faces it, and knows that he faces it alone. 
Events may be passing around him in which he 
was absorbed with all his faculties but a few 
moments ago ; but the ears do not transmit 
their records to the brain, nor do the eyes flash 
their pictorial messages to the mind. Pride, 
ambition, hate and love, have dropped off as 
dead leaves from a twig, and left only the 
creature man, naked and alone. If only some 
one could come back from it or speak of his 
closing thoughts and knowledge up to the time 
that the light goes out !
When the blackness lifted and the silence 
was disturbed before the senses of him whose 
last record was only noise and pain, the con­
tinuation was in noise and pain also. A singing, 
giddying roar sounded in his ears ; tremors 
worked in lines and tangles through all his 
frame in lightning-like flashes of quick, keen 
agony, passing from one group of tremors to 
the other and making the flesh shudder, but 
without reducing the anguish by a jot. The
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extremities lay cold and heavy with the power 
of volition gone from them, but somewhere 
among them, of them, and yet only dimly 
connected with them, was a central sense which 
gathered all the others within itself, and, with­
out feeling, knew what was being felt and knew 
also that it lived.
Slowly an impulse spread like the dawnlight 
through the night mist, the first impulse of the 
mortal brain, for motion and for sound. Pain­
fully the lonely unit recognised its loneliness, 
and painfully it struggled through the blackness 
and the silence ; manfully it strove to learn the 
secret of its pain and the reason of the tumult 
in its ears. Weary, the brain fell back exhausted 
at the initial effort, and the singing and the 
tingling broke out again with renewed vigour. 
As the gathering pain grew in intensity the 
conscious unit braced itself up with the desper­
ation of the hopeless in one final effort to gain 
the mastery, and the eyelids unrolled and the 
eyes looked out upon darkness.
Then close overhead there came an indistinct 
suggestion of solidity, lighter in hue than the 
first discovered darkness, and the eyes roamed 
over the brown surface that seemed to arch 
above them and across which a glow of red light 
flickered and danced and died. Over the brown
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space they let their glance wander until it was 
manifested as a low, vaulted ceiling in the hollow 
of which a mist, growing ruddy and ashen in 
turns, hung in shapeless wreaths. Downwards 
the glance fell, and the eyes caught a gleam of 
light breaking through the darkness and the 
mist, until the red glare dazzled the vision and 
the lids drooped down and shut out the scene, 
while the brain throbbed and wondered. Again 
the effort came, and the lids rolled up and the 
eyes roamed round the dark, shadowy mystery 
of the roof and the glow from the loophole 
of light until they saw, within the full play of 
the glare, a face, bronzed and burnished in the 
red light, with a wild confusion of ragged 
streaming round it in unkempt masses, 
with the features distorted by the flicker 
a hideous burlesque of human shape.
The ears, stimulated by the sympathy of sense, 
awakened to another sound than the dull buzz 
within them, and heard a thunderous roar com­
mingled with a mournful wailing of the wind.
Then memory stirred, and through the brain 
there flashed the angry passion of revenge ; a 
memory came of a boiling sea, of curling waves, 
of a failing boat, and over it all a hoarse voice, 
shouting, in the mockery of rage, a frenzied 
curse, In heaven or in hell------ ”
hair 
and 
into
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The mind staggered in an anguish of terror. 
The leaden- weight that held the limbs inactive ; 
the agony of pain ; the distorted features of 
the ogre face ; the loom of the ruddy gleam ; 
all had a significance to the terror-stricken 
mind as the memory flooded in upon the 
semi-conscious brain, and the helpless unit, 
striving to cry aloud, owned defeat again and 
fell, silent and unsouled.
* *
the shade of
**
a stunted sheoak, 
trunk and his legs
*
Beneath 
with his back against the 
(one crooked and twisted) stretched out in 
front of him, a scarred and misshapen cripple 
sat looking over the sea which lapped the sand 
in waving ripples a few yards from his feet 
and extended far beyond in one great sheet 
of sunlit blue till the sky stooped down and 
met it. His frame was weary, although he had 
not toiled, and his limbs were weak and attenu­
ated. The ragged and weather-worn garments 
that hung around him failed to hide the gaunt­
ness of his physique, and his nut-brown hair and 
beard, owning no barber’s aid, waved in the 
mild afternoon’s breeze, an untamed and an 
uncombed growth. The blue eyes seemed to 
have caught a reflection of the sea and sky, 
but their effect was marred by a ragged, half­
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healed scar that ran in a broken and jagged line 
from side to side of the forehead, twisting one 
eyebrow out of form and completing the 
distortion which the shattered nose gave to 
the face.
Through the mind varying pictures were 
passing. There was an indistinct memory 
of a boat swept by billows and of a struggle 
with wind and waves ; later there was a 
memory of a terrifying nightmare when dark­
ness was illumined by red fire, and an ogre 
face shone out from the glare as a voice shouted 
a blasphemous curse and a nameless horror 
came to a pain-racked mind. Then had there 
been a period of fear and suffering, when the 
ogre face had flitted over the plane of memory 
as that of a ministering angel ; when fever 
raged and burned and the ogre face had come 
and moistened the parching tongue and cooled 
the scorching head ; when from the uncouth, 
unshapely lips there had come soft, low, crooning 
sounds that had soothed the mind till the 
eyelids drooped and in slumber the pains and 
sufferings of anguish were forgotten. Then 
had the ogre face lost its uncouthness of 
aspect and had become a symbol of kindness 
and gentleness, and the sympathy it aroused 
had been outraged by seeing it distorted with 
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fear, and the lips that had crooned the slumber 
songs parted in a shriek of agony. Against 
the strong light of the fire the figure of a 
man stood out with a weapon raised above the 
face and with movements full of rage. A 
wave of indignation had swept all thoughts 
of pain and weakness aside, and there was a 
memory of how he had sprung upon that man 
and felt the blood gush warm when the knife 
went through the throat and, as the weapon 
raised above the face fell upon his own, both 
he and his victim fell.
After that there was more confusion ; more 
pain and suffering and horror as he saw 
indistinctly the figure of a man, with a deep- 
red gash in his throat, flung on to the blazing 
fire and slowly melt away as the flames leaped 
around it from the logs and faggots piled up 
by the creature whose face he had first loathed 
and then loved.
III.
The splash of the dinghy paddles and the 
ripple of the water from the bows of the 
little craft which was being rapidly propelled 
by the youngest member of the family roused 
the dreamer from his reverie ; but when the
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dinghy came alongside, he had everything all 
snug on the cutter and was ready to go ashore 
with his little son. Arrived there, he found 
that the rest of his family had gone up to the 
humpy, and he, shouldering the paddles of the 
boat while the boy took the rollocks, went 
along the scrub-lined track just as the sun sank 
below the horizon and night spread over the 
earth.
Inside all was light and life, with supper laid 
on the plain board table, and the dark-skinned 
mother beaming with delight at the merriment 
of her boys and the return of her lord. For 
mirth is not restricted to the feasts of kings, and 
round the plain, solid fare of the oysterman’s 
humpy jokes and laughter flew and kept time 
to the rattle of the pannikins and the clink of 
the cheap cutlery on the thick delf plates. 
When the meal was over, Ugly Jim and his 
family gathered round the fire while the father 
enjoyed the cherished luxury of the bushman— 
a pannikin of tea and a pipe.
One of the boys had got an old copy of the 
Australasian while over on the mainland, and 
was discussing whereabouts on the walls the few 
illustrations it contained should be pasted. 
The current literature that was working so 
important an influence in the minds of men in
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the big centres of population rarely reached the 
circle at Yerrul scrub, and the sight of a paper 
in the hands of his son made old memories come 
back to Ugly Jim and awakened old wants that 
he thought had long since gone from his life.
“ Let’s have a read of the paper, lad,” he said 
to the boy, and, as he took it, there was a look 
of anxious expectation on the faces of three of 
the members of the family ; for Ugly Jim was 
going to read, and only one of the boys, who 
had had a bit of schooling, understood what 
that mystery meant.
Jim glanced at the pictures, and then turning 
to the leaders passed them over in favour of the 
sporting columns. But he could not find the 
sporting columns all at once, and while turning 
the pages over his eye was caught by his own 
name.
He stopped to read what followed, and the 
swarthy, sunburnt face grew grey and the soft 
blue eyes glittered, and the firelight as it played 
across his face showed where the muscles of the 
mouth twitched and quivered.
‘‘ Ah, you bin feel ’um plenty bad,” he heard 
a soft voice at his elbow say, and, turning, he 
saw, with the firelight making it bronzed and 
burnished as it had done long ago in the gunyah 
where he lay a wreck, the face that he had grown
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to love beyond all else. ‘‘ You take um hot tea, 
and by-um-by ’im go ’way.”
“ That’s all right, Coolum,” he answered as 
he strove to pull himself together. But for the 
rest of the hour he sat with his eyes fixed on 
the fire, with his pipe gone out and oblivion in 
his mind to all around him.
The boys, who had often seen their father fall 
into such reveries before, went on with their 
play until the length of time since daylight 
began to tell, and they drifted off to the room 
where their three bunks were rigged, and lost in 
the sleep of the healthy all memory of their 
father and his moods. But the eyes of Coolum 
never left his face. She might not be able to 
understand all the subtle sympathies that were 
working in his mind ; she might not even 
understand the affection that his heart had given 
to her when, through the long, dark agonies of 
fever and suffering, which followed his rescue 
from the boiling surf with a shattered leg, her 
ceaseless care and solicitude for him robbed her 
face of its uncouth outlines ; nor how, in that 
second period after his act, when, on the impulse 
of the moment, he had saved her from a blow 
which had fallen upon himself and changed his 
face from beauty to ugliness, and renewed his 
pain and suffering—how, during that second
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long night of agony her face had become the 
symbol of divinity and the object of his love.
But she knew that he would not harm her, 
and that only when he took her before another 
white man and put a ring round her finger had 
he ever assumed anything like the marital 
privileges of her race—for to Coolum’s unso­
phisticated mind the band of gold on the third 
finger of her left hand was only a brand by 
which he could prove ownership, like the brands 
they put on cattle and horses up country. She 
only knew that her dearest pleasure was to 
watch him and anticipate his slightest wish and 
to make him smile and be happy.
Now he had lapsed into one of those silent 
moods that always puzzled her so, and upon 
the night of his return from a cruise. Slowly 
through her brain there worked a connection 
between the newspaper and the mood, and, 
as she looked down at the paper where it had 
fallen at his feet, she muttered : “ Debbil—
debbil that feller ! ”
The voice aroused him.
‘‘ What you do, Coolum, suppose I go 
away ? ” he asked, as he looked down at her.
You bin go away, Missa Jim, suppose I 
wait till you bin come back. Plenty feller 
work along piccaninnies,” she replied, with
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all the wealth of an aboriginal smile on her 
face.
“Yes ; but I bin go away and the piccaninnies 
bin go away for plenty long time and never 
come back ? ”
‘‘ You never come back, Missa Jim ? ” said 
Coolum wonderingly. Piccaninnies never 
come back ? ” Then, as the full meaning of 
the words became clear to her and she saw in 
its full force the utter blank it meant for her, 
the smile died away from her face. Throwing 
herself on the ground she clutched his hands 
as they rested on his knees and, turning her 
anguished face to his, she cried, “ Ah, no, no ! 
no bin go ’way like ’um that, Missa Jim. My 
word, then Coolum bin go ’way dead,” and 
the head fell upon his hands and the tears 
from her eyes glittered in the firelight.
Back rushed his memory, back to the 
firelit gunyah through the opening of which 
he had seen the terror-stricken face turned 
up towards the figure of the man with the 
weapon in the air—and it was the face he had 
just looked at. Memory brought back the 
rush of warm blood over his hand as his knife 
found its home in the man’s throat, and the 
tears as they fell from her eyes on to his hands 
made the memory the clearer. The pang
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of remorse that he had felt when he saw the 
dead man lying in the glare of the fire came 
again to him, and then the silent vow he had 
registered away on that lonely island in 
that passion-stirred night, never to forsake 
the one who had come between him and death, 
the one who had twice brought him back to 
life, and to life with something in it to live 
for, and whose very solicitude had been the 
means of drawing that veil across his history 
that shut out all trace of his existence prior 
to his appearance in the world as Ugly Jim.
What was there in the life without for him 
now ? Who would recognise in him the man 
who a few years since had been called the 
handsomest of his kind? Although he knew 
himself to be the same, how could he hope 
to convince others that he was ? And if he 
did, what would it bring ? A return to a life 
that had been but a bitter race of folly and 
despair, illumined by one streak only of deep 
emotion and that of a character that had singed 
and scorched the heart. More than that, it 
would mean the relinquishing of all that had 
made the last few years a period of quiet, 
contented, peaceful happiness, and a continual 
summer of life. He looked round the interior 
of his little humpy, every board and stick of
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which he had raised himself. He looked at 
the smouldering fire smoking up the open 
chimney, and he looked at the clustering locks 
of her who, unknown to herself, had given him 
a reason and a reality for his life. The humpy 
he could leave and fires were to be had any­
where—but Coolum .?
“ Ah, Missa Jim, you no bin go ’way lik’ um 
that,” she said in her broken English, as she 
raised her head and looked at him with her 
dark eyes welling over with tears and with a 
moaning, saddening ring in her voice.
He looked over her head, avoiding the 
mute passion of the glance. What was it 
that lay beyond.? There was wealth, honour, 
fame ; the pride of family ; duty to himself, 
his sons, and his race. His sons would be 
no longer wild, half-caste children of the 
forest, but leading men in the centres of 
civilisation ; his own sphere would no longer be 
that of a man who by manual toil earned his 
daily bread—but what of Coolum.?
“ Ah, Missa Jim, Missa Jim,” moaned in 
his ears as her head drooped down on to his 
knees and the hot tears fell on his hands again.
What was it that he was afraid to face.? 
What of Coolum in that altered sphere.? Why, 
simply that Coolum could not go there. He
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looked down at her as she crouched at his 
knee and a cynical thought went through his 
brain—fancy Coolum in the place of his stately 
mother !
His heart gave a wrench and a strain as the 
thought passed. Where was his mother when 
he had turned to leave the old home, and where 
was Coolum when he lay a wreck on the ocean 
beach ? The one was attending her guests and 
her frivolities, the other was risking her life for 
him. What was his love for his mother and 
the duty he owed to her beside the devotion of 
the woman at his knee ? A woman had brought 
him into the world and left him to face its 
awful problems alone ; another woman had 
brought him back from death and given her 
every thought to lighten and gladden his lot. 
In the days of his babyhood there had been social 
claims on his mother and she had hearkened to 
them ; in his childhood days the social claims 
had again taken precedence ; in the great crisis 
of his life there had been social claims and social 
opinions and social rules to consider, and while 
they had been considered he had been sacrificed. 
For the sake of social claims he had been 
banished ; for the. sake of social honour he had 
been denied the help he had asked for once, 
and for the sake of social honour he had
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done that which led him to pledge himself for 
all his earthly life to that other woman who 
knew no social rule or need save his presence 
and his love. Which was the more worthy, the 
bowing to those social claims or the keeping of 
his pledge ? Which was the better, to stay and 
live, as he had lived, during the past few years, 
contentedly, peacefully, and happily, or to go 
away to his social claims and his social state—to 
go away and leave her ?
Go away and leave her ? Go away and break 
his pledge and give up all that was worth living 
for, to take that which he knew he must for ever­
more despise ? What were the social phantoms 
to him now, and what would the future be 
without the one bright star that had illumined 
the past ?
‘‘ Ah, Missa Jim, you no bin go ’way ? ” 
moaned the woman at his knee.
He looked down at her again as she crouched 
on the floor, and as he looked she raised her 
head and their eyes met. For an instant his 
memory throbbed back—where was it that such 
a scene had occurred to him before ?
The eyes and their appealing and the mental 
waver of the moment between right and wrong 
had been felt somewhere in the great, unmarked 
blank that reached behind and beyond his 
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memory. Somewhere he had been called on to 
decide that question before, and he struggled to 
remember how he had chosen ; but even as he 
did so he felt the echo from that far-off distant 
corner of eternity fade and die from his 
memory.
“ No, Coolum, I will never go away,” he said, 
and a great wave of thrilling happiness seemed 
to flood around him and over him as the woman 
bowed her head again and wept at his knee. 
His senses leaped in exultation with the know­
ledge that his choice had been with the right.
*****
In Lurrel Church there is a stone tablet in 
the wall that tells how the fourth son of the 
last earl died an unknown death in an unknown 
land, the last of his race and name.
In Yerrul scrub on the Queensland coast, a 
deformed and disfigured man watches the sun­
light fade and the dark come on until all is 
obliterated except the humpy beneath the 
shadows of the 
streams through 
Everywhere else
trees, and to the light that 
the open doorway he walks.
it is dark.
THE END,
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